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INTRODUCTION to FARM BOYS 


Howdy, 


On this here farm things tends to get weird, I’m warnin’ y’all. Y’all’ll needs big 
muscles and stuff. But there’s room for a few of them intellectuals too. ’Cept all they 
ever does is sits “round in the farmhouse with their fancy writin’ equipment and looks 
out the window a lot, which is okay by me. The rest of us boys works, and fucks 
around when we’s not working’, which ain’t so often, truth be told. We likes visitors, 
though. Ain’t that obvious by now? But we don’t take no shit from folks who calls 
us outcasts, perverts, and anarchists, and such thar things that we don’t even under- 
stand. Anyways, I personally thinks them intellectual boys knows stuff y’all want to 
know. I realized that, meanin’ what I just said about them knowin’ stuff, only last 
night when we was sittin’ under the stars right about over there where those bushes 
is all squashed down from our chairs and all. Oh, one of them boys wants to be sure 
y’all understand he’s not that way, fag city, like the rest of us round here. But I ain’t 
gonna tell y’all who he is, and maybe y’all wanna guess and let us know when y’all 
come on by next time. Oh, and them boys is all real great writers with a capital G, 
and theys gettin’ better so fast y’all ain’t gonna know what happened to y’all, under- 
stand? And what else. Oh, for the record or whatever, it’s summer, 1990, the Big 
Apple, and I’m sayin’ this stuff into my little tape recorder just so’s if somebody 
kills me ‘cos I’m a fag it'll be there permanent like. Also I’m 16% years old, and 
I wants to work in a gay bookstore when I grows up, and, uh, I mean that. So fuck 
off anyone who don’t write or read ‘cos y’all are so fuckin’ pathetic it makes me 
wanna kill myself. 


Har har, 
Farmer Joe, Jr. 
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Dennis Cooper 
TWO MEMORIES (from FRISK) 


When I was 24... 


I wore black, cut my hair, dyed it black, took a lot of amphetamine, and renamed 
myself “Spit.” My second home was a punk club called Flintstones, housed in the 
shell of a pizza joint Julian and I had occasionally haunted. I went there on the 
weekends to look for somebody to love. That was a very unpunk thing to think about, 
but people did. I just acted on it. 

I found Samson swaying around on the dance floor, separated from me by some 
pogoing kids. He was thin, tallish, big boned, with a perky Scandinavian face a little 
muddied by freckles and zits. His hair was dyed blue-black and stiffened with gel 
into 12’long strands, most of which was bunched up on the top of his head like a 
scorched bouquet. 

When I met his eyes and imitated their unfocused stare he seemed to recognize 
something and stumbled in my direction. 

He had a nearby apartment — one huge single room with three or four double 
beds scattered around “for friends.” The floor was an inch deep in handbills, 
underwear, t-shirts . . . He stood in the middle and yanked off his shirt. I flopped 
on a random bed. His chest was a little too narrow and pock-marked. It was all in- 
formation to me. 

He unsnapped his jeans and pushed them halfway down the shaft of his cock before 
he stopped, grinned at it, then at me. 

“When you see only this part,” he slurred, pointing at the visible part of his cock, 
“you figure what’s next is total godhead, right Spit?” 

But when you see what you get,” and he yanked down the jeans. They slid as far 
as his knees. “It’s so ugly, the whole thing.” He picked up the trio and shook them 
roughly. “Especially the cock.” He held it up. “Ug-ly.” 

I told him something like, Hey, it’s exactly the ugliness or whatever that makes 
cocks paradoxical and invaluable, blah blah blah, especially on really cute boys like 
himself. I said it suggested depth, poetry, seriousness . . . I could be really preten- 
tious back then. 

He made a face like he didn’t know what I was talking about, though he later con- 
fessed that the word “cute” is what helped him waddle toward me, jeans inching 
down his calves. 

I grabbed his ass, pulled him close, sucked his cock, licked his balls, et cetera, 
while in the blurry upper edge of my vision his head wobbled and drooled like a 
surrealistic cloud. 

Let’s see . . . It was weeks later. I’d started to drift off a lot during sex, which 
Samson didn’t particularly notice. In reality I was caressing him. In my head I'd be 
grabbing objects off the night table, crushing his skull, then mutilating his body, 
especially his ass, while he tried to dissuade me from murdering him in a brain- 


damaged voice. 


I used to worry that ideas like those would show 
to register anything wilder than 
“horny” or “scared.” 


One night I got Samson so loaded he walked like the carpet was quicksand or 
something. He couldn't speak, I don’t think. I aimed him at the bed, where he fell 
I knelt over his chest and gazed down at his face until it blurred. Then I punched 
it. Again. I sort of lost my way, I can’t remember exactly. Things were breaking. 
“eae I'd catch one of Samson’s eyes studying me, which I guess was a muscle 
reflex. 

I should include some reaction shots here, I know, but I doubt I had many. I felt 
numb, blank, so my face probably followed suit. When the incident’s over, long over, 
I'll try to sort out the boy and myself from the violence and feel anything. I’m not 
at that point yet. 

‘For weeks afterward I expected police to show up at my apartment. When they 
didn’t, I figured Samson was still alive but too mentally ruined to name names, or 
else his body was still sprawled there, rotting away, and nobody had missed him enough 
to check in. 

One night I was drinking at Flintstones. The decor of that club was extravagant, 
a pseudo-cave with lifelike plaster stalactites and puddles of fake stagnant water. I 
was admiring it for the millionth time when I saw Samson pogo-ing a few yards away. 
There were still some bruises and cuts on his face, but since punks wore their physical 
damage like fashion accessories, he didn’t particularly stand out. 

I tried to disappear, but on my way to the exit our eyes accidentally met. I nodded, 
not knowing what else to do. He stopped dancing, held up one finger, as if to say, 

“Wait,” then went back to his pogo-ing. First I froze. Then I moved out of the traffic 
flow and watched him gyrate. He didn’t look angry. If anything, he seemed happier 
or something. Maybe I just saw him more sharply than before, since beauty wasn’t 
distracting me. Or maybe I'd damaged some nerves, and his face had fewer direc- 
tions to go in. 

When the song ended, he strolled over. “God, Spit, the last time I saw you was 
so fucking strange,” he grinned crookedly. “I was so out of it. And you were so weird.” 

I wanted to know what happened after I left. 

“At first I was scared, Spit,” he said. His face seemed confused, but there were 
too many new little wrinkles and details to tell. “I couldn’t decide if I should go 
to the emergency room. Then I thought, Fuck it. I laid around, took drugs, watched 
TV, and pigged out for a month. It was fun. That’s why I’m fat, if you noticed.” 

I said I had, now that he mentioned it. Then I asked if it bothered him. 

“No way, Spit.” He shook his head, then stopped, nodded. ‘Well, it did at first, 
Okay, sure.” He laughed, which made his scars really stand out. “But it was weird 
being cute. It’s not as great as you think.” He took a swallow of beer and leaned 
back on the wall of the cave. “So, no.” Then his eyes got this icy, removed look I 
sort of expect in the people I fuck. “Not anymore.” 


i | up on my face, but it’s too crude 
I'm feeling happy” or “sad” or “pissed off” or 


he 


When I was 28... 


After I lost it with Samson, I spent a few years avoiding serious, ongoing relation- 
ships as a precaution. The few times I had sex it was a one-night affair with guys 
I'd never have to run into again. Mostly hustlers. 

The hustler I remember best for some reason was a thin, Heavy-Metal-style teen 
standing along the so-called “‘porn strip,” a few city blocks not far from my apart- 
ment. He grabbed the crotch of his jeans as I drove by. I swerved to the curb. He 
ran up to the passenger window, leaned in. I asked if we wanted to “party.” He named 
his price (I forget), I agreed, he joined me, we drove off. 

He was almost exactly my type. The only flukes were his neck, which was quite 
long and thin, a crooked nose crusty with snot, and he may have had one lazy eye. 
He said his name was Finn. I had him spell it. He said he got that nickname because 
when he was younger he’d either resembled or acted like Huckleberry Finn. I said 
it was obviously “acted like” since his namesake was just a character in a book. But 
Finn said his copy had illustrations. 

It wasn’t that I didn’t fantasize murdering hustlers. It’s just that I tend to be too 
scared or shy the first few times I sleep with someone to do what I actually want. 
The worst that could, and did, happen was Id get a little too rough. But the hustler 
would stop me, or I'd stop myself, before things became more than conventionally 
kinky, as far as he knew. 

My perfect type tended to be distant, like me. I don’t mean matter of fact, I mean 
shut tight. Like he’s protecting himself from other people or pain or both by excising 
himself from the world in every way, apart from the obvious physical stuff you need 
to get by such as walk, talk, eat, et cetera. 

All the way home I kept turning to look at Finn’s face. It was almost beautiful. 
He didn’t even notice me studying, he was so uninterested or overly involved in himself. 

Usually I’d offer hustlers a beer. We'd sit around, lie to each other, but as soon 
as I let Finn inside he asked, ‘‘Where’s the toilet?” When he came out of the toilet, 
he said, “‘Let’s get this over with.” I’m trying to remember his voice. I just can’t. 
He found my bedroom all by himself, and the bed, even though there was no light 
at all. Even I had some trouble negotiating the furniture and stuff. 

I felt around on the bed until my hand held a foot. I sat down next to it. I rubbed 
it for a while, wondering what to do, say. AIDS was an issue by then, so I’m pretty 
sure I said I wanted to turn on the lamp and examine him, period, to which he relaxed 
or moved his foot in a way I understood to mean “fine” or ‘“‘who cares?” 

I flicked on a lamp and knelt over Finn’s body. Obviously he was nude. The smell 
off of him was intense, like leaning over a barbeque, only more subtle and hard to 
describe. I mean sweet, but kind of spoiled. Like there was something wrong with 
him, hidden away in there. 

Finn’s thin, tall, pale. He has so few hairs on his legs that I counted them. His 
buttocks are hard as balloons. His asshole looks like a photo I saw of a bullet hole. 
He has big, red, droopy balls. His cock is thin with a pointy head. Black pubic hair, 
thick and smelly. His ribs almost pierce through his chest and back. His nipples are 
tiny pink matterhorns. He’s warm all over except for his ass, hands, and feet, which 
are freezing. If you hold out his arms at a particular angle you could fit tennis balls 
into his underarm cavities, they’re so deep and round. His face is bluish-white with 


brown eyes that seemed one thought behind or ahead of me constantly. Full red lips 
nicotine-stained teeth, huge mouth, beer breath. 

I went over his body once more to make sure I got everything right. He was silent- 
ly jerking off, squinting up at the ceiling, forehead rippled down the middle. I'd been 
hard all along without touching myself, but when I finished my study I started to 
jerk it. I inched forward until my cock was hanging over his chest. I think I imagined 
that we were on top of an Aztec pyramid. I held a knife or whatever they used in 
those days to sacrifice Finn to whoever they thought they worshipped back then. 

I couldn’t sustain an illusion like that for more than a second or two, so I came 
on his chest, with a groan I’m sure. Then I leaned back and caught my breath, watch- 
ing the splatters of sperm run together. The lacy pattern they formed reminded me 
of those tacky vests gays used to wear at the height of the disco craze. That totally 
wiped out the last of my lust. 

Finn stopped jerking himself, closed his eyes, and lay there in the rumpled sheets, 
letting my sperm dry all over him. 

I'd seen what I wanted to see and went into the toilet to wash off my cock in the 
basin. When I looked up one time I saw Finn behind me in the mirror, waiting his 
turn I guess. 

Part of me wanted to kill and dismember him, which I probably could have done 
ae getting arrested, but most of me gave him a towel, then humored him until 

e left. 

Afterwards I lay in bed putting Finn through hell in my thoughts. I tore up his 
body like it was a paper bag and pulled out dripping fistfuls of veins, organs, muscles, 
tubes. I made his voice as otherworldly as civil defense sirens had sounded to me 
as a kid. I drank his blood, piss, vomit. I shoved one hand down his throat, one 


hand up his ass, and shook hands with myself in the middle of his body, which sounds 
funny, but it wasn’t. 


Sam D’Allesandro 


Early September, 1985 
Mina, 


He had a fear of fading into the background. He dressed strangely — not 
to shock, not even thinking very carefully about what he was doing, yet he 
always stood out. 

Today my glasses broke and then two people started crying for different 
reasons. One because his best friend is dying. The other because I didn’t love 
him anymore. Actually I do love him but not in the way he wants. I love 
somebody else that way: the one whose best friend is dying. 

People stared at him in elevators and on the subway without knowing quite 
why. He didn’t look that odd. He was often slightly overformal in casual situa- 
tions, but in a messy sort of way — the black shoes scuffed, the shirt mostly 
unironed, but the tie in place. 

It’s like I’m fifteen years old and depressed only I’m not sad just exhausted. 
Not spaced out, just sick of thinking. Sick of talking just to talk — and of 
course that makes the coffee man keep wondering whether I’m depressed. 
I’m not depressed I’m just tired. 

“He’s just pieces of things and they don’t agree with each other and they’re 
all active and vital.” 

It isn’t that I haven’t slept. But I had nightmares all night. Or else spent 
the time writing letters in my head in my bed in my sleep. I'd really just like 
to lie down and stare at something for awhile. It doesn’t much matter just what. 

He was often overcasual in more formal situations. Never glaringly. Just 
barely. Nothing anyone would feel warranted a vicious comment. Just 
something that those who notice appearances acutely would notice. 

I keep wondering if I stop being active and talking and laughing if he’ll 
go away. The coffee man. It’s not that I want him to. It’s just that unless he'll 
stay no matter what I figure he won't stay, someday he'll go. I don’t think 
about someday me going, but then if I stop being active, talking, laughing 
I guess it would be the same as me going away for him. 

He had a habit of wearing black or white t-shirts with the most elegant 
of wool dress pants, dress shoes, figuring if the bottom half formal enough 
the top half would automatically become acceptable. Besides, he liked the 
way it looked and felt. He said he had seen the Italians dress this way in Rome. 
So he rolled the t-shirt sleeves up a couple of notches — that made him 


American, that made him not copying anybody. At least not entirely. 

In the beginning I wanted to not care too much, even though I was in love, 
and allow him to entertain me. Now I care a lot. 

He does these things: 

Gives me free coffee samples under the guise of my being a taster for his 
store. 

Gives me % lbs. of Kona, the most expensive bean sold, for free, under 
no guise at all. 

Both relaxes and excites me at different times, the same claim David Bowie 
puts on caffeine in the coffee commercials, oddly enough. He also agitates 
me at times — a claim David Bowie probably should also have included. To 
me all three are important. I need stimulation no matter what the format. 
I need stimulation period. 

Shares his dolls. 

Buys me gelato sundaes whether I want one or not. 

Likes to see me cry but doesn’t like to make me cry. 

Splurges to pay at Sushi Gen when all I really wanted was a hamburger. 

Give me 100 kisses when I’m sad. 

“IT love the man who sells it best, but best of all I love the man who sells 
it bringing me a cup afterwards.” 


love, 
Sam 


Mina, 


I’ve been meaning to tell you about this: 

At some point or points I pissed in my bed. The whole room smelled of 
piss and sweat. Everything seemed wet. My pillow was tracked with slobber. 
I was totally dehydrated. Every ounce of liquid that could get out of a pore, 
mouth, penis or asshole had. I was betrayed by my own fluids. Only a little 
had remained loyal enough to keep my corpse alive. You should have smelled 
my armpits. My pubic hair was all hard and stuck together. My hair was 
plastered to my itching head. I felt as if I was wrapped in a cold and clammy 
blanket of reeking shit. I felt pretty low. Still, for a long while I was too weak 
to move. This was the most disgusting part of the whole stupid episode — 
being awake and aware of my vile state and unable to do anything about it. 
A day and half had passed. I lost some weight and almost a life I wasn’t real- 
ly ready to consider finished. Unfortunately I no longer felt dead. I was now 
alive and hating every second of it. 

Through a series of bad judgements and miscalculations facilitated by an 
illness-induced stupor escalated by the pills in the first place I took a lot more 
than I should have. The embarrassing mechanics are just that so I won’t go 
into them further. I was out for a long time. Occasionally I'd swim back to 
a vague, half consciousness for a moment before blotting out again. It felt 


nice and it felt ugly. Dreamily ugly. Like orgasming while drowning. Drown- 
ing, orgasming, going down but not quite. Beautiful terror — wanting to ex- 
plode in slow motion and doing so over and over, slowly. Everything slow. 
This went on for hours. 

Then things got uglier. I woke up and I couldn’t move. I was trapped inside 
of my own corpse and wanting out. I was barely breathing. I would have been 
terrified but I didn’t have the energy. I would have wanted to scream but I 
didn’t have the strength to want anything. I was numb mush poured into a 
shell. Like an overcooked baked potato. Then the shell gave way too. My 
body turned to butter, to a thick greasy oil. I was melting across the sheets, 
oozing out from beneath the covers and onto the floor. Starting to sop into 
the carpet. A painful oscillation began between this dizzyingly insecure state 
of fluidity, and one of an even more horrifying congealment. Sickening vi- 
sions of Mia Farrow’s enormous satanically impregnated belly filled the room 
and smothered what was left of me. I began to rise slightly above the slime 
on the bed, and hovered, watching my skin get whiter down below. I looked 
terrible. The toilet bowl-white skin began to erupt in black splotches. I had 
seen my grandfather’s corpse look the same when I was eight years old. I 
couldn’t figure out if I looked that way because I was a corpse or if I looked 
like a corpse because that’s the way I thought a corpse was supposed to look. 
The observation made me feel nauseous even though I didn’t really have a 
stomach — that was still down below me on the bed. Then to my disgust I 
began to float back down and sink into the mess. I fought it with my mind, 
grabbing wildly with invisible fingers for non-existent ledges or tree roots, 
as if they would be there to save me from hitting bottom the way they are 
in cartoons when one falls off a cliff. It was a cliff of sorts. Hitting bottom 
I molded into one ugly hunk of aching jello. 

Cold decongestant pills, prescription. The object was not to kill myself, 
only to decongest. Fate can be such a bastard. It’s out of my control. Then 
again, sometimes I need to mess things up a little, just to satisfy my own 
view of reality. Fate. Design. Betrayal. Wrath of circumstances. One of those 
is responsible I guess but I’m not sure which and it doesn’t really matter. 
I can’t help thinking there are a lot more memorable ways to go out than the 
one that almost got me. Besides, the thought of suicide always reminds me 
of all the things I'd like to do first. I mean before. I think knowing you can 
kill yourself is a much more powerful tool than actually doing it. Besides, 
I have no romantic ideas about death by overdose. That seems pretty cliche. 
I'd rather, if the mood struck, jump off something tall. 

I have a disease. It’s not any of those big ones that get all the publicity 
that everybody talks about. It’s rarer and more old fashioned. And I will have 
it forever but hardly anyone will know. 

Now I’ve told you one of my secrets. Again. But I will never tell them all 
— I do have to have a secret part — and if SX tries to spill everything, maybe 
interview style (that would be just like him), I will silence him for good. I 
can you know. 


Yours, 
Sam 


Robert Gluck 


fron BATLIKE, WOLFLIKE 


THE DEAD 


I think the dead are treated like a Third World country. We hold against them the 
fact that they died as we hold poverty against the Third World — as proof of its insuf- 
ficiency, incompetence — so that we might live comfortably. If they were more com- 
petent they would be rich, alive. If I love them will they stay in their own country 
or cross borders. 

The dead suffer fake good taste and piano music — it’s not how he acts but how 
I treat him. It’s my drama; he is empty, contingent. I go up or down to become afraid. 
It is ghost etiquette to remain extremely sociable even though unseen. I put him in 
the basement like junk, or in the attic with the rest of the junk. Ponderous antique 
junk, gray granite and a steady rain. Though essence is long gone, pre-modern water 
still strikes slate roofs and spills into stone gutters that reorganize and reorganize 
it downwards and downwards. 

His Majesty’s libido is the basement of old family names, stiff courtesy, the folkloric 
costume shoppe, the ham actor’s tragic expression, organ music and attar, diminishing, 
diminishing, until his August Majesty and the ministers of His Majesty resemble 

fleas in ceaseless travel up and down the skin of a dog. 


TASTED 


Only let feelings start and with them the joy of his approval. First he sniffs, tastes, 
draws back to consider (give him a considering expression). Right now let His Name 
vanquish me, let my face reflect the bottom of a well, let him criticize me until I 
unfold downwards like a Venetian blind. I am incredibly sorry, my eyes and mouth 
are circumflexes and three unhappy whips of horsehair sprout from my chin. He 
also thinks I taste bad and he’s also uncomfortable, but led by a governing contradic- 
tion that feeds on hunger and repulsion. 

He makes blood flow and his lips curl — the most complete nudity I have ever 
seen. One tooth has a chip, whiter than the yellow, and his gums are mottled. There 
is a dry electrical static. His face opens out, incredibly ravished and open, he clings 
to me and desire softens, enlarges his eyes and lips — then I recognize in His Majes- 
ty a quality I want to arouse, to take into my arms forever. I don’t own my flavor 
in the same way that I own my life. By forever I mean forever. 

His Judicious Majesty draws back. He can’t pray so he can’t say the food is good. 
When I first met him I was not immediately attracted — his face was shut and I 
wondered actively what it was like to be blond and lanky and withheld. He is going 
to be the withholding one. He is not only young, but young for his age. I will be 
passionate, inventing forms that force love to appear, hesitant and floundering. His 
Majesty will judge, will control by an advance or withdrawal. I will love His Majes- 
ty so freely that I become a good deal, he would be a fool to pass me up, though 


His Majesty, like any predator, will be contemptuous of such vulnerability. I will 
have complexity on my side, being the passionate one, the one who loses. We were 
introduced by friends. He bows his head and his features hang from his skull, his 
tongue hangs down, and when he shakes his head back and forth his face swings 
like a bell. 

His Majesty’s legend is antique, but his assertion of appetite is older. He is not 
wise or noble, wisdom and nobility have devolved on the fairy tale with the rest of 
the bric-a-brac. He is an appetite that caught me long ago, a snake who attacks too 
low for a good defense. 


HESITATION 


His Ubiquitous Majesty: the four points of the compass set a limit on everywhere. 
His Beautiful Majesty: a face combines purity of form with the indistinct. The spasm 
of pleasure that makes that face convulse is my revenge. There were more stars than 
I had ever seen, they were a few years younger than myself, more handsome, richer 
younger. I interpreted their distance as a greater depth which invalidated my own 
contradictions. I was never so free of that daily news. I preferred to think they seemed 
to intend to appear bright to me, extending forward towards me; in fact to be near 
them I had driven a long way on an interstate through Sacramento and into the Sier- 
ras as though to some larger capital city. Yet they will never bring up the subject 
of my relationship with them and when I raise the subject they act like I meant to 
vex them — as though they’d been dragged through the subject a hundred times. But 
if that were true then why am [I still mystified and ignorant of the outcome? — of 
my future in the astrological sense, romance, business trips, mortgages and 
co-workers? 

I would die for him. I would give him my place in line like a mother relinquishing 
what is mine without conflict because I am so united with his welfare. His Highness 
lives in a different city — I sail over the corn in a herring barrel — sting of a light 
wind, smell of tar. Still, I sense a hesitation of his part. He bends forward and touches 
me but inside isn’t he standing up, turning away? What constitutes a distinction? “In- 
side” has he abandoned me, “‘inside’’ am I dying? I add and subtract, I calculate 
Failure is complex, a bureaucracy of emotions. I didn’t know I had a way until it 
fell out of my fact-finding report. “Inside’’ His Majesty is so frail I can’t see him 
and as if to confirm this he fixes on distant points — the generic future, an olive 
tree. Yes, he loses interest in my face and story and the parts that are Bob: doesn’t 
he focus more and more on three or four generic points of arousal that lead seuepanee 
almost communal life with others of their kind? If he equals the common good, and 
if it no longer includes me; if he is the word and the word, which I am alsa no 
longer articulates me; if he is the false word, which I am also; if he is the teeming 
of cells, which is myself, and my cells no longer comprise; if he is negation, something 
alien that I have written into the story. Emptiness agrees to travel along with the little 
story at the same pace. I use some of that nothing to purvey this congested folklore; 
and then some of it to heat milk with almond extract, turn on the TV, walk my dow: 
Sa over in See sata sie city heat, the chiming hours at night. Fool, to invite 
nothing across the threshold, i i i 
poe li to agree with emptiness which should always be 

Over my shoulder pastel streamers of orange and lavender rain on Twin Peaks. 


It is the image of an irrelevant joy, like reflection in general. I mean His Majesty 
can’t lose his loss in a photo or mirror or on tape or film or video — that’s why 
he’s always behind the camera. I wish these cascades were divesting in a fountain 
in a movie by Kenneth Anger. The sunset is fast but-it is alive slowly as I am alive 
quickly. The clouds dull and darken, suddenly backlit by cold jasper. I’m supposed 
to derive comfort from that but I am upside down and the suggestion that I need 
consolation frightens me. Am I already so clearly defeated? How can I summon my 
friends to witness this crisis without incident? 

Isn’t plotless beauty rankling? — the sting of a light wind; a few stars as the sky 
subsides. It demands the freedom to have nothing to win or lose. His Majesty observes, 
“T don’t see me in your future, in the astrological sense.” I suppose giving up risk 
is what religion means by acceptance — the passionate acceptance of defeat — like 
Chinese poetry, moon, wind, cloud, mountain, the loss of scale that falls out of the 
blue like an unexpected bill. It’s just THE END; predictable and surprising that it 
was written on my body, a metaphor not so much wandering eternally as circling 
as such and such altitude in a leisurely way. The deceptive figure eight. I tied form’s 
bow myself on that particular universe. 

Look up from the page. Why not jettison perception, jettison relation — it hurts 
that His Majesty is dry and empty at the center. It is painful and it arouses me: the 
demand of emptiness for me to yield my form, the demand of order for me to say 
the same. 


Brad Gooch 


IN THE DARK a work in progress) 


Rutger lugs a pedestal supporting a black onyx bust through the mid- 
afternoon loft. Through beams of yellow light filled with dust knocking into 
each other. Sets it up next to his armchair. Sweet-smelling black candles are 
already burning on an adjacent paint-smattered wooden end table. The head 
wobbles tipsily back and forth until he hugs it and makes the pedestal stable. 

Rutger: (turning to Christopher) You like the statue I got? 

It’s a head of a nineteenth-century gentleman with a pointed beard and a 
pointed head and carved eyebrows that jut out over smooth globular eyes. 

Christopher: Looks like William Shakespeare. 

Christopher is sitting in the armchair opposite, stoking a tin hookah with 
hash. Rutger starts to smoke a joint as if it were a cigarette, not passing it. 
He rolls expertly tight thin joints. 

Rutger: The man who sold it to me said it was a satin Satan. 

He sucks in the smoke, making a reverse whistle sound. 

Christopher: (leer) You floor me. Who was the dealer? Some coven leader? 

Rutger: He’s a gentleman named Mr. Brown. He lives over on 3rd Street. 
I’ll have to take you over there sometime. He collects Russian icons. And 
Nazi memorabilia. And Satan antiquities. He’s tall and gaunt and wears fine 
old suits he buys at second-hand stores on 8th Street for twenty dollars. 

Christopher: You’re a creep collector. (giggles) 

Rutger: That’s why you’re here. 

Christopher: I’m here because I’m too flat to think of my own fun. 

Rutger: (jumping up, a Mexican jumping bean) Let me show you. 

Rutger walks over to the counter, sizzling with copper roaches, and picks 
up a stack of curving black-white photographs. Tosses them on way back to 
Christopher. 

Rutger: These are some of the shots of street kids I took for Gang. 

Christopher: Your screen tests? 

Rutger: (sitting down as if into the middle of a white cloud) One of them 
I took on the subway. This Puerto Rican kid asks me across the aisle if it’s 
raining outside, because he got on at Long Island City and it was threatening. 
(faking some kind of demented Yiddish kibbutzer) So I says to myself, I says, 
Self... (returns in tone) Long Island City is about two minutes away. So then 
he gives this story about train delays and changing and paying another dollar. 
So I popped the question: I’m a film director can I take your picture? It works 
like magic. 

. Christopher: Black magic. 


Rutger: And we get off at 14th. It was on the L. And I took that. 

Christopher: You have bronze balls. 

Rutger: I can’t talk to a beautiful boy at a cocktail party. But I can proposi- 
tion, sort of, a Puerto Rican across a subway car. Because it’s for work. I 
can do anything for work. Everything else I can’t do. I’m terrified in a queer 
bar. (He likes the fifties slang, for distance) But when I’m in my role, as a 
director, I’m fearless. 

Christopher is staring at the shot. It shows a young darkskinned late-teenager 
in glowing white t-shirt, vague mustache, his teeth biting on his lower lip 
in a challenging smile, hands on hips with bitten-down-nail fingers out on 
invisible chinos, hair swervering over forehead and over eyes, his ears show- 
ing. Next to him is a tile subway pillar. He’s leaning into it with his tattooed arm. 

Rutger: (boasting) Look on the back. 

On the back is penciled “Raphael.” 

Christopher: (adulation) There is this magic around you. I can’t explain it. 

Rutger: (handing him a rectangle cut out from a newspaper) And look at this. 

Christopher holds the parchment in his palm. The face is an Italian (young, 
maybe 19) with a saint-in-a-painting face. Frontal. Forehead as high as the 
front of a Romanesque church. Beard shadow heightens the clerestory eyes. 
The caption is “Murders Brother.’ 

Rutger: I’m obsessed Christopher. 

Christopher doesn’t have to ask obsessed with what. Not that the answer’s 
simple. But they’re both listening with earphones plugged into their guts to 
the same unheard music. 

Rutgers walks back to his bed. Lies down. Strips out of all his clothes. 
He lies there all brown and dark and smelly in the hazy light. Smells his own 
armpits. He is forever undressing. And then begins to doze, to nod out. 

Christopher does the same, sitting straight up in his armchair. The more 
the smoke swirls about inside him, the more he feels he is a dematerializing 
bit of the smoky Milky Way revolving solar system. 

The light goes. Apartment grows black. 

Rutger: (rousing, a voice in the black) Christopher? 

Christopher: (echoing back) Eh? 

Rutger: (clearing sleep from bronchial tubes) Why’d you introduce me to 
that guy Sean? 

Christopher: Who? 

Rutger: Sean with the perverted feel about him? 

Christopher: How so? 

Rutger is standing up now and walking, wrapping himself in a black bathrobe 
towards the front of the loft where the only light is the burning devil candles. 

Rutger: (nearing the slumped Christopher) There’s something about his nose 
and the expression on his face. Like I bet he always has it up some pretty 
boy’s behind. I bet he’s a cushion for boys’ asses or something like that. 


Christopher: Didn’t you make it with him? 

Rutger: Yeah? 

Christopher: So he must have licked your ass for you to talk like that. 

Rutger: (casual) I forget. 

Christopher: But you’re still thinking about him. So there must be something 
there. 

Rutger: (walking to window) I dunno. I think he likes me more than I like 
him. Like he just stayed and stayed and stayed the night he came over here. 
Bullshitting about atomic warfare and shit. 

Christopher: That’s because he’s a poet. Poets like to talk a lot, especially 
about superficialities that don’t have anything to do with anyone’s real life, 
like nuclear bombs. 

Rutger: But then I wouldn’t know love if it came up and gave me a blow job. 

Rutger walks to the giant window. Looks up into what’s revealed of the night 
sky up above in the jigsaw of shapes of nearby buildings and water towers 
and antennas. The sky is light blue and one star is twinkling like a zircon. 

Rutger: If it were, our love would have to have a lot to do with the stars 
and the sky. Cause we’re both so aerial. 

Christopher: I think you’re the poet, chief. Wanna go out? 

Rutger: (turning so Christopher can see the coals of his eyes) Only if we 
can get in trouble. 

Christopher: Hail Satan. 

Rutger: (his mind clicking) I think that Satan’s trending up. But nobody’s 
really gone into it in books or anything. Maybe I'll put him in a movie. 

Christopher: He’s not union. 

Rutger doesn’t turn on any lights. Bumps around in the deep dark. Takes 
funnel glasses out of cupboard. Reaches into the bright freezer light to take 
out the vodka. Pours two of the clearest-of-clear drinks, drinks as lucent as 
rock crystal, as smooth as silver mercury. He and Christopher take up where 
they left off. 

We could go to the Mineshaft. 

Rutger: It’s early. It’s only ll o'clock. 

Christopher: I like it when it’s empty. Before all the clones get there. It’s 
more like a saloon. 

Rutger: Ja mein Fuhrer. 

To prepare, Rutger takes his black leather jacket out of a closet in his 
bathroom. Puts it on over his ordinary black uniform. As he is putting on 
his raiment black, though, he is feeling transfigured. He smooths his palm 
over the smooth blackness of the snug outer skin. Zips the zippers up and 
down on its various obscure pockets of all sizes as if he were making zither 
music. Holds the crinkled sleeve up to his nose for a whiff of its danger 
perfume. 

It’s as if he just put on a powerful symbol, both itself and an evocation 


of more. Of Death, for instance, since it implies the murder of animals. Of 
Movies, too: motorcycle movies where innocent schoolteachers get raped be- 
tween their legs. 

Rutger: (pleadingly) Do I look like a fake in this? 

Christopher: I can’t see you. Only the zippers shining. 

Rutger: It’s black on black. That’s why. 


Richard Hawkins 


A COLLECTION OF 7 PIECES 


BY RICHARD HAWKINS 


“And after having remained at the entry some time, two contrary emotions 


arose in me, 


fear and desire — fear of the threatening dark grotto, desire to 


see whether there were any marvelous thing within it.” 


RICHARD: 


THAD: 
RICHARD: 


THAD: 


RICHARD: 


THAD: 


RICHARD: 


THAD: 


— Leonardo da Vinci 


This script is to be delivered by Richard and was written especial- 
ly for him by Thad. Thad is sprawled underneath the Metallica 
tattoo inside his forearm. It is perched on top of hair that’s sup- 
posed to be black but’s mostly brown now. The rest of his good- 
sized limbs are scattered over a backwards kitchen chair, next 
to the amp. His head’s against the wall, eyes closed, waiting 
for his turn with the bass. He’s only 17, I’m 28. 


Work my butt with your hands through my jeans. 


I fell for the skulls on his ripped clothes and his lazy walk. I 
fell for his righteous knowledge of hot music and his willingness 
to beat shit out of me if I spoke too softly, stepped too close, 
or forgot to buy pot. 


Now ease both palms into the back of my pants, pulling them 
down and running your hands down the inside of my legs. 


As Thad reaches over to grab a beer off the amp the butt of the 
bass cuffs the base of his skull with an upward swing. The amp 
blares up and hollows out into an echo. Thad pitches forward. 


Slip the back of my underwear down and cup my balls into your 
hands. 


You level the bass out and hurl it toward the top of his spine. 
The feedback possesses itself and leaps into a caterwaul. Thad 
ends up face-down. 


Smooth your hands over my butt and into my crack. 


RICHARD: You steady yourself at his side and heave one over-the-shoulder 
chop to the bottom of his back. The feedback thrashes out and 
tears itself apart until it steadies into a teetering ellipse. Thad 
buckles. 


THAD: Stretch my butthole open with both your thumbs. 


RICHARD: You plant both feet on either side, facing his end, sinking the 
butt of the bass deep into his butt. The searing reverb explodes 
and evens out into a lulling throb. 


THAD: Now whisper the next line up into there. 


RICHARD: You follow the body back and hammer the strikes with quick 
rhythmic hacks. The screech roars then spins downward, pop- 
ping, like a New Orleans parade drum. Thad’s head is crammed 
into a corner. 


THAD: Put your lips closer and whistle ““You Are My Sunshine” into 
my butt. 
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IV. 


In the enormous cliffs of an obscure island the cabin-boy and myself had 
concealed our fortune, placing a seal on our future. On the journey to retrieve 
our cache the ship was lost, and for days we’ve been without supplies. 

Amidst starvation, malignancy multiplies; the crew was struck down within 
a matter of days. One malady followed another: consumption, apoplexy, 
syphilis, poxes of every sort, tuberculosis, every conceivable type of plague, 
the most detrimental fevers imaginable, typhoid, ptomain, each having a dif- 
ferent symptom and blanketing indiscriminately across the huddled, stricken 
crew. The spectral malediction consumed promiscuously and incestuously, 
one disease aggravating and escalating the mortifying effects of another, 
voraciously devouring what measly amounts of health were left until every 
last man lay ravaged. The berth reeking of that acrid stench inherent to the 
heavy presence of malaise, the thick sulfurous smell of a slaughterhouse or 
hell, that hideously familiar putrefaction. 

At present, the assembled gruesome lot have digressed into a pack of de- 
ranged, abnegated miscreants, writhing in torment, burdened by the sluggish 
weight of their decaying limbs, stung by distemper, convulsing in the wretched 
upheaval of their poor bodies’ rebellion. By dusk no less than two buckets 
of slimey yellowish-grey mucus have been filled. Not one drop of piss is spilt 
without the horrifying taint of blood, the flooring a pernicious, lethal swamp. 
Not one body has escaped the ravishes of caked oozing sores, afflictions for 
which there are no medicaments. Each and every man is either crippled or 
maimed, wounded or mad, legless, armless, limbless, either dying or dead. 

Some of the feverish, lusting after relief, pitched themselves overboard, 
others, without blemish, were driven insane by the vitiate harvest around them 
and followed. 

As I enter the berth the rats scuttle back to their camps and it is often that 
I find one gnawing at an unfeeling, unamputated appendage. 


Even the timbers of this vessel itself are infested with vicious vermin, 
ravenously contributing to the most ignominious demise. 

Every morning I must search out the strength to toss the new dead into 
the sea, for cannibalism has presented itself as a quick remedy for hunger. 
Often the sailor who carries the crop of deceased out for burial turns dyspep- 
tic, much less in sorrow of a lost comrade, but in the knowledge that he may 
be dragged lifeless and heaved overboard on the morrow. 

One night I told my cabin-boy a lie, a lie that I wish to believe, which one 
must call hope. As I dabbed the moisture from the syphilitic clusters on his 
slender backside, I whispered a consoling reminder into his deafening ear: 
“The velvet sky is relenting its angry torment. Wounds are healing now. The 
monster slinks away now. The winter’s dawn is chasing away the shrouds of 
evil mist. The sea remits. And from the crow’s-nest, way up high, barely visible 
but to the sharpest eye, is the brisk ember of shore. Blessing the way to our 
longed-for, hidden prize, our concealed pleasure. Save me your gifts. 
Remember your tiny damp cave, those glorious white cliffs.” 


¥. 


I hope this thing works, David. It’s just made out of cardboard and magic- 
markers. I copied from your letters the way you print the alphabet and put 
it here on front. And here where it’s supposed to say “yes” I put “‘yeth.” 
I wrote your name as many times as would fit on the back. I hope that makes 
it work. 


Ready? Start anytime you feel ready ... Everything’s ready David ... anytime 
... Just go ahead and start ... 


(pause) 


OK then I'll ask a question if that’s what you want. Do you remember ... 
what my favorite cocktail is? My favorite cocktail David. Now come on. It 
starts with an S. S like Shit now come on. S. S. S. S! 


(pause) 


Maybe that’s too hard. So ... uhm ... What ... is ... your ... name. I’ve 
just said it maybe a million times, now try. It’s the name I write in my mashed 
potatoes. I write it on the mirror after my shower. I read it in every book, 
see it on every license plate. It has 5 letters ... like 5 fingers ... like 5 
stitches-in-your-asshole-now-come-on! 


(pause) 


I know you’re there so don’t be so fucking tight-lipped. 

(pause) 

Two nights ago I bought the biggest candle I could find — one that even 
you couldn’t handle — and I stared at it thinking about you until it burned 
down to nothing. I thought I at least would be so tired of thinking of you that 


something would go away for a while. I stayed up until 4 in the fucking mor- 
ning and still had dreams about you. I think I have the right to be really pissed. 


(pause) 

I reminded Russel the other day of the time you and he and those two other 
queens had that four-way. But since Russel was my best friend and I had a 
crush on you you made a pact that you had to sleep with me so he could tell me. 

And the time that you and I did all that X and fucked in Russel’s closet. 


And I told him how one night we were so drunk that after we started fuck- 
ing we both had to go and throw-up. 


And that guy that called you ‘““Thtupid’’ because of that lisp you have and 
I tried to put out a cigarette on his neck. 


And the time I got so mad at you I burned all your clothes in the fireplace. 


And I told him how I could sometimes fit my whole hand and another thumb 
into that 20 year old hole of yours. 


(a plate hurls across the room and crashes on the opposite wall) 
Oh Hi David. 

L-I-A-R 

How is that little grand canyon of yours? 

D-E-A-D 


And my plump little sweet meats? 
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D-E-A-D 

That hot empty mouth? 

D-E-A-D 

That crooked alcoholic tongue? 
D-E-A-D 

And God David? 

D-E-A-D 

And that rampant little sex-life of yours? 


G-R-A-N-D 


VI. 


The actors file past those luminous pillars and gather in that lonely tomb’s 
musty midst. It is bare but for that clumsy opening at its center. They encir- 
cle that smallish cavity, poking and prodding at those tacky edges, carressing 
and then grappling against its obstinance. It slugglishly struggles out of its 
dormancy and wakes with a quiver. That chilled tomb grumbles in salacious 
anticipation of need fulfilled. At its core, blooming into treacherous pliancy, 
that mouth yawns to collapse all around it and gobble all five actors into its 
gaping hollowness. Their nimble bodies are pitched downward, to tumble 
against damp corridors in darkness. 


The trek is long and expiring. Every stirring reverberates against distant 
perimeters and is orchestrated by those cacklings of seepage disturbing those 
languid, abysmal pools. The actors wrestle through those tight passages whose 
clammy walls are twisted and contrary, as if that tunnel were angrily con- 
stricting, attempting to expel its invaders. Unheeded, they wield their way 
through those monstrous catacombs, clambering into labyrinths that present, 
as their maniacal reward, dead-ended chambers. Those jutting ridges, those 
immense crevices, those pinnacled cliffs are a netherworld spectacle loom- 
ing nefariously over the banished actors. Gradually, that horrible chasm releases 
its restraints and amplifies into that grander arena immured by those grotesque 
encumberments and cloaked in that sweltering humidity. The actors creep 
toward that gloomy proscenium furrowed out before them and mount that ex- 
ecrable, grotto-like stage. 


The Gospel and Revelations of John the Baptist provide the dramatic text 
for this subterranean Passion Play; a distant, but ever nearer, throbbing main- 
tains a chorus. The actors massage the slimey walls of the theatre until Lazarus 
slinks from his grave. Christ’s thin bones crackle as they drag him up to that 
skull-like ridge at center stage, lacerate and kill him. That hollow, fluid echo 
makes the actors dance from more subdued to more ecstatic and emotive per- 
formances, rapidly trespassing from the role of smooth comforter to terroriz- 
ing persecutor. Those rafters creak as he is dredged from his crypt and heaved 
into ascension. That feverish heat and that wretched pounding animate the 
actors. The Whore bursts onto that stage and gouges those welts into those 
walls causing flame-colored crocuses to bloom. Her flailing-about introduces 
that onset of destruction and those walls undulate to that pre-arranged tempo. 
Hades’ dead call. Those rafters shake. That proscenium/ splinters. The ac- 
tors scramble for cover as that deluge rumbles and those dead, in gruesome 
brown masses, barrel through those openings in that skull and spill out their 
lifeless burden. The actors cringe, devastated, and slowly withdraw. 


vil. 


I come to the garden alone 
while the dew is still on the roses 
and the voice I hear 
falling on my ear 
the son of god discloses 


and he walks with me 

and he talks with me 

and he tells me I am his own 
and the joy we share 

as we tarry there 

none other ... has ever ... known 


He speaks and the sound of his voice 
is so sweet that birds hush their singing 
and the melody that he gave to me 
within my heart is still ringing 


and he walks with me 

and he talks with me 

and he tells me I am his own 
and the joy we share 

as we tarry there 

none other ... has ever ... known 
and the joy we share 

as we tarry there 

none other ... has ever ... known 


Richard House 


WHY AREN’T THE ENGLISH 
WELCOMED HERE? 


The Peters had been in America for less than two hours when Mrs. Peters had 
her handbag stolen. Sarah was supposed to have kept an eye open for suspicious types. 

“He came right up and snatched it from my shoulder. The absolute nerve of it.” 

Mrs. Peters sat in the front passenger seat, musing about their first American 
Experience. 

Sarah watched the road over her father’s shoulder. I must get out of this car, she 
thought. God knows where we are. I'd rather die than stay in this car. The car was 
new, a hire car, its interior smelled of the plastic seat covers, even after three whole 
days of driving. Mrs. Peters had been reading the wrong map, and they could no 
longer be sure of where they were. 

Sarah sat forward with her arms about her stomach. 

“Mum. I need to stop.” 

“But we'll soon be at our first stop. Can’t you hold on?” 

Sarah scowled. 

“Then why didn’t you say something earlier?” Mrs. Peters looked across at her 
husband. “I don’t think that there will be anything around here. We should have stayed 
on the interstate.” 

The Peters drove over a shallow rise, and the road dipped down, sending them 
into a low flat valley. The fields either side of the road were cultivated into small lots. 

“Tt’s just like Kent,’ Mrs. Peters observed. 

The road meandered along the valley bottom and curved round a line of trees. The 
car was flooded with yellow light. 

“Rape,” cried Mrs. Peters. “It’s rape!” 

“Do you have to?” Sarah called from the back seat. 

“Honestly, Sarah, it’s only a name, for God’s sake.” 

Sarah lodged her knee into the back of her mother’s seat. 

“Perhaps they call it something else here.” Mrs. Peters turned round and rolled 
her eyes. 

All about them lay fields of flowering lime yellow rape. A flat gray Midwest sky 
became a sheet of sheer blue above the raw yellow fields. 

For half an hour they drove without seeing anything other than fields of flowers. 
All that they had passed was a small garage, which backed off the road on a small 
gravel patch, just large enough for a galvanized transom, and a low squat bungalow. 
Sarah wound down her window and stared into the yellow haze, unable to focus, 
surprised that anything could appear so bright. 

“We'll have to go back to the garage then.” 


Mr. Peters stepped out of the car and briskly touched his toes. As his knuckles 
tapped his smart brown shoes, his shirt ran up his back and Sarah could see small 


clipped hairs at the base of his spine. Mrs. Peters opened her door to stretch and 
rub her bare legs, breathing deeply as if she were inhaling something vital. She smiled 
at Sarah. 

“Why can’t you admit to yourself that you’re having fun?” 

Sarah huffed and stepped out of the car, leaving the door open. She had held her 
stomach so tightly that she had really given herself cramps. The sun burned hot on 
the back of her neck as she aproached the garage, and a dog began to bark. Sarah 
winced into the light reflected from the aluminum-sided shack, and noticed to her 
surprise that there was a man hunched on his knees at the garage door. 

“Hello. Excuse me.” 

As she stepped closer to the man, she noticed that he had a tattoo, a remarkably 
large, fine, blue-lined tattoo of the Eiffel Tower etched into the pale skin of his back. 
The peak of the tower touched the nape of his neck, and its legs straddled his lower 
back, stretching from kidney to kidney. Sarah stood over the man, inspecting the 
tiny crossed lines. 

“Hello. Hello.’ She spoke softly, wanting to touch his back. The man ignored her. 
She could hear the dog scrabbling at the foot of the door inside the garage. 

The man stood upright, and Sarah stepped back. With a series of jolts he raised 
the garage door. A small English terrier shuffled itself under the smallest of gaps, 
and grabbed hold of Sarah’s trousers. 

Sarah shook her leg, but the dog held fast. 

“Excuse me, but your dog is ripping my trousers.” 

The man tugged at the door trying to raise it above his knees. 

Mr. Peters approached his daughter. 

“Do you mind?’’ Sarah shook her leg harder and lifted the dog from its front paws, 
trying to kick the animal’s belly. 

Hearing the dog’s yelp the man stopped tugging and turned slowly about. 

Mr. Peters bent down to tug at the dog. 

The terrier snapped at his hand and ran into the garage. 

“My God. It bit me.” Mr. Peters held his hand up by the wrist. He was sweating. 

“You shouldn’t frighten her like that,’ the mechanic said. ““She’s nervous.” 

“Did it break the skin?’’ Sarah asked. Mr. Peters scowled at his hand and hurried 
back to his car and the first aid kit. 

“Do you have rabies in this country?” Sarah asked the man. 

“She ain’t mad. She’s nervous. You shouldn’t have scared her.” 

The man wore soiled and dirty pullover dungarees, which he had tied about the 
waist so that his back and chest were bare. Sarah smiled boldly. 

“Can I use your bathroom?” 

The man gave one curt nod and pointed into the garage. She looked again at the 
back of his clean shaved neck, and at the tattoo of the tower. 

“Can you call your dog?” 

“‘Wouldn’t come if I did.” 

Sarah backed under the door and squinted into the garage. It was empty, the con- 
crete floor swept clean. All of the tools necessary for car maintenance were hung 
on the walls above two long metal workbenches, each tool outlined in white paint. 
Everything had its proper place. The air inside the garage was cool and she began 
to recover herself, as if she were waking up. 


A wooden screen shielded the toilet, and as she sat on the bow] her knees touched 
the screen. She could hear the mechanic enter the garage. Quickly she pulled up 
her trousers, and waited to see whether he would say anything. When she thought 
she heard him move away she stood up and peered over the screen. 

The mechanic leaned against a work table, his back to her and his arms outstretched. 
Yellow light reflecting from the fields shone through a small square window, lighting 
up the man’s back as if it glowed from its own source. He was handsome, she reasoned, 


and his dog had bitten her father, that was two things in his favor already. 


“Is this place yours?” Sarah angled herself round the screen towards the door. 

The mechanic began to laugh. He walked away to a side door. 

He’s obviously stupid, she thought. Sarah ducked under the garage door to check 
on her parents, and then followed the mechanic. 


Mr. and Mrs. stood by the roadside. Mrs. Peters was binding her husband’s hand. 
As there were no scissors, she had to use the whole of the bandage. Mr. Peters had 
complained twice that she had bound his hand too tightly. 

““Where’s she got to?” he growled. 

Sarah ran out of the bungalow and skipped towards her parents. 

“There, it’s a bit extravagant but it will have to do.’ Mrs. Peters turned to her 
daughter. “All done? Any better?” 

“A little. Feel a bit sore though. Shall we go?” 

Mrs. Peters smelled of antiseptic cream, and Mr. Peters had grey semicircular sweat 
marks at his armpits. 

Sarah walked over to the car and stopped, looking perplexedly into the back seat. 

““What’s the matter now?” Mr. Peters was becoming impatient. 

Sarah continued frowning into the car. 

Hunched in the back seat of the Peters’ hire car was the mechanic. 

“What the blazes do you think you’re doing here?” Mr. Peters asked. “Get out, 
get out right now.” 

The mechanic bent double, with his head down, his elbows to his knees, and his 
fists bunched to his ears. 

“Brian.” Mrs. Peters ran about the car to her husband. “The keys are gone.” 

Sarah pointed through the window, the keys were in the mechanic’s fist. Mrs. Peters 
bowed into the car, and smiled at the mechanic. 

“Hello. I am Mrs. Peters. This,” she pointed at the interior of the car. “This, is 
our car. We are in an awful hurry. So if you would just give me those keys and get 
out of the car, then we can say goodbye.” 

“Mum. He isn’t stupid. He’s American,’ Sarah pointed out. 

“Well at least we speak the same language.” 

The Peters stood outside of their car. Sarah wondered what the mechanic was try- 
ing to prove. 

“What can we do? We don’t even know where we are,” Mrs. Peters asked her 
husband. 

Mr. Peters stared across the yellow fields lost in some dream. 

The mechanic scratched his shoulder, stretching the pavillion at the top of the tower. 

“Oh for God’s sake.” Mrs. Peters sat in the front seat, rocking the car. “He’s ob- 


viously sick. Where on earth can, we find a hospital out here?” 

Mr. Peters sat in the driver’s seat,.and Sarah sat next to the mechanic. 

“Where do you want us to take you?” Mr. Peters asked in a patient voice. “‘Do 
you have a telephone? Is there someone, we, can call?” . 

The mechanic shrugged. 

“We can’t help you, young man, unless you tell us what the problem is,” Mrs. 
Peters pushed her feet into the carpet. 

The mechanic handed Mr. Peters the keys. 

Mr. Peters started the car. 

“Hold it.” The mechanic opened his Psa Mrs. Peters turned round hopefully. 
The man whistled, and from the darkness of the garage came the terrier. Sarah rolled 
the cuffs of her sleeves into her palms and squeezed herself against the door. The 
mechanic hugged and kissed his dog. The dog growled. 

“J thought you said he wouldn’t come if you called,’ Sarah remarked. 

“T didn’t call. I whistled.” 

Mrs. Peters turned about i — her seat. “I don’t think there’s anything the matter 
with you at all, young man.” 

“It’s Harvey, Harvey Ball,” the mechanic said, carefully opening a bowie knife, 
“And Id like for you to drive.” 


Harvey Ball and the Peters drove silently for almost an hour along the highway 
heading east. There was no sign of the interstate. 

Mr. Peters coughed and asked, “So, Harvey. Where are you going?” 

Harvey shrugged. 

“That dog smells,” Sarah grimaced. “I’m sorry, but the dog smells. I’m going to 
have to open the window.” 

“No ma’am, I wouldn’t do that.” Harvey spoke slowly. 

“Tf I don’t then I shall be sick.” 

Sarah wound down her window and stuck her head out into the breeze. The dog 
pawed at her lap. 

“She likes to be by the window.” Harvey pushed the dog forward. 

“Get it off me. Get that creature away from me.” The dog snapped at her fingers 
as she brushed her hand over its head. Sarah raised her hand to hit the dog. 

“No ma’am, I wouldn’t do that.” 

Sarah kept her hand held up, ready to swipe the dog. She looked into Harvey’s 
brown eyes. What would he do if I struck his dog, she thought. 

The dog snapped and bit her finger. Sarah looked at the wound with surprise. Mrs. 
Peters had the antiseptic ready in the glove compartment. 

“TI hope that this teaches you a lesson,” she said, cleaning her daughter’s finger 
with cotton wool. 

“What are you talking about?’ Sarah replied. 

“You always do this. Sticking your finger where you’re not welcome.” 

“That's rich,” Sarah snorted and looked out of the window. “If it wasn’t for you 
we wouldn’t be in this mess.” 

“And just what do you mean by that?” Mrs. Peters stopped bathing the finger and 
addressed her husband. “‘This is precisely what I was talking about earlier.” 

“Tf it wasn’t for you, we wouldn’t be here. We wouldn’t be in America.” 


“Because it bit me. Because I wanted you out of the car.” 

“That’s no reason to kill something.” Harvey looked into her eyes and she felt pity 
for him. “‘He was English, like you.” 

Sarah picked up the car keys from the road. She began to laugh. 

“Look at us; naked and terrified. What can he do? He’s just a supid schoolboy 
with a knife, and he has the three of us naked and terrified. Look at us.” 

Sarah held her head back and guffawed, her skinny stomach bracing with laughter. 

“Well, he isn’t the first boy to get us on the run, is he?” 

Harvey had begun to cry, kneeling on the road beside the dog. 

“Did you think that stripping us was funny?” She held up Harvey’s face. “Did 
you like it? Did you get a big thrill?” 

Harvey Ball shook his head, his hand flat to the dog’s belly. 

““You aren’t exactly the first, Mr. Ball. Do you know that at the school I attend 
the boys have bets on whether they can touch my red breast? I’m never short of dates. 
You wouldn't believe the lengths they go to.” 

Sarah looked down at Harvey Ball’s tattoo. “I once drew a map of France with 
a felt pen on my scar. Well, I thought it was funny.” She pointed through the rear 
window at her frightened parents. “But she spanked me for it. Well, I’ve had enough, 
and if you expect me to get back in that smelly old car,’ she tapped the keys against 
the windscreen, “then you’re even stupider than I thought.” 

Sarah jingled the car keys in the palm of her hand and flung them into the field 
of rape. The keys caught the sun as they flew over the car, their reflection shining 
in the dark holes of her parents’ mouths. 

“T thought I was being so smart with you. I thought I could outstep them and have 
something secret, something just a little bit more than a fantasy to hold against them. 
But you had to come along for the ride. Well, I’ve just about had enough.” 

Sarah leaned close to the windscreen and her parents’ faces. “Am I supposed to 
say thank you?” 


. He wakes up, reassured by the sounds of lizards on his screens and par- 


. He wakes up, takes a piss in a green, plastic bucket, takes a short look 


. Matt heads for the cafe. 


. He steps over a few new bodies. 
. The heat is bearable, but just. 


. There are more bodies than yesterday. 
. And a few left over from the day before. 
. The squads are getting sloppy. 


. He gets to the Palace. 

. The same woman and little girl are begging on the corner. 
. The woman is dead. 

. The girl holds a cup. Stares straight ahead. 

. A sign in her language is taped to her T-shirt. 

. It reads — “Blessed Mother, protect my precious one.” 

. He drops some sweat-crumpled bills into the cup. 


Ishmael Houston-Jones 


“The airport had been closed for almost two weeks; 
there was a ban on exit visas; 
Matt sleeps and dreams...” 


THE END OF EVERYTHING 


He wakes up, a wrestler defeated by his own sweaty sheet. 


rots in the trees. 


at two unhealing sores, spits out some red foamy toothpaste, rinses his 
mouth with rum, takes a painful, watery, rotten-eggy shit, checks for blood, 
sprinkles some pine oil into the bucket... 


He never liked this cafe. 
It’s in the bourgie quarter across from the Palace Hotel. 


It’s the only one that’s still open. 


His toes curl up under, inside his boots. 


Or overworked. 


About 25% cents U.S. 


31. 
32. 


- The girl doesn’t say thank you, in her language, not even automatically. 
. He thinks, this is unusual, he thinks. 

. He thinks — she’ll probably be dead by nightfall. 

. At the cafe, his favorite waitress tells him a nephew died last evening. 
. That’s four people in her family this month. 

. He expresses his sorrow and orders a rum. 


. He orders a rum. 


. There’s an attractive university student reading Franz Fanon at the next 


table. 


. There are listless parrots in huge cages. 
. There’s the busboy he always overtips. 
. He orders a rum. 


. He orders a rum. 


This one with a bottle of Coke. 
With the cap still on please. 
And, he adds needlessly— 

Of course without ice. 


He strains to see the headlines on the cute student’s newspaper. 


Death toll, as always, in the upper right corner. 

And assurances that scientific help is coming from the outside. 
A message from the First Lady. 

Something about the World Futbol Cup. 


. And a factory nearby that manufactures binary chemical weapons has been 


taken over by... 


. But the attractive student’s nose has begun to bleed. 
. Badly. 


. And people are running down the street past the Palace Hotel. 


Ripping up shrubbery. 
Throwing paving stones. 


. It’s a lot like TV. 
. The waitress gives the attractive student a kitchen rag and tilts his head 


back. 


. More people are running screaming in the streets. 
. The parrots wake up to beat their wings against the bars of their cages. 
. He hears what could be firecrackers or gunshots or mortar fire and he 


thinks he really should learn the difference. 


42. 


He thinks out loud — “What I should do is get my black ass back to 
New York and fast.” 


. Paving stones are being thrown at the cafe. 


Tables overturned. 


. The busboy says, “Follow me, you'll be safe,’ and leads him into the walk- 


in box. 


. All he can hear is the sound of the motor. 


All he can feel is cool air. 
All he can smell is fresh clean blood. 


. The busboy says in his language, we’l] be safe here. 
. The busboy sticks his tongue in his mouth. 
. Matt thinks of Elizabeth’s latest letter asking why he doesn’t come home 


and take that teaching job. 


. The busboy unbuttons Matt’s pants, pulls them down and spins him around 


180. 


. He thinks of his father teaching him to ride a two-wheeler. 
. He supports himself holding onto the cold slimy carcasses of two calves 


hanging from meat hooks — skinny as dogs. 


. He hears the busboy’s pants unzip behind him and he thinks of paintings 


by Francis Bacon. 


. The busboy slaps his ass. 


. He hears a loud explosion out beyond the heavy metal door and the cool. 


More screams. 
More breaking glass. 
More parrot squawks and firecrackers. 


. “Your legs are very beautiful but what are those marks?” asks the busboy 


in his language. 


. “It’s the end?’ Matt answers. 
. Then, “No, it’s not the end.” 
. His fingers dig into the fat and muscle of the two hanging calves. 
. The busboy orders, “Relax!” 


. It’s not the end. 
It’s the beginning. 
The beginning of the end of everything. 


Hudson 


SIX SIX SIX-RRIMS 


Five ten one fifty lean muscular moderately hairy fair skin clean shaven seven and 
a half cut versatile with a real good mouth and you? Five nine one fifty five dark 
eyes and hair smooth very muscular thick nine and a half very versatile thirty three 
and you? Thirty one. Where you calling from? Downtown, east side and you? Nine- 
teenth and first and you. Thirteenth by D. You looking to talk or get together? Get 
together. What’s your name? Jay. I’m Bob. Why don’t you come here? Great. It's 
three four five east nineteenth number two b. Call as you leave- six seven four three 
six nine seven. 


Euu don. Wreu wreu wreu wreu. Ev vaaay. Rreuh, rreu. Wrrun wrrun. Wrrung. 
Wrrung. Jay is J for Jesus. Ewuuuuuuu. Ewuuuuuu. He’s everything he said he is. 
Love is come to stay. In all the way. And then some. It’s gonna stay forever- his skin 
is my favorite,- and every day.- yellow brown and spongy. It feels like a wish coming 
true. It- He milks my tongue for spit.- feels like an angel dreaming of you. And 
swallows it. I feel his butt. Feels like heaven — Then he- for giving and- feels like- 
getting- pushes his big- our- off- for celebrating. You got a cotton crown, gonna keep 
it underground. You gonna take control of the chemistry. You’re gonna manifest the 
mystery. You got a magic wheel in your memory. Pass the joint. I’m wasted in time 
and I’m looking everywhere. Pass the joint. J don’t care. Where. I don't care. Roll 
around. Where? Angels are dreaming of you. AAngells are dreaming of you. Anggells 
are dreeeaaming of yoouu. Anngels are dreeeamminnng oof yoouuu. 


Jesus’s fingers in my ears push me down licking neck nipple belly button and I smell 
piss. On hands and knees swallowing as much as I can he lays on my back and cups 
apart my cheeks blowing on the crack. Hearing kizzme, kizzme; the message is: 
kiss me, kiss me. Now it’s kizzmimout, kizzmimout, kiss my mouth, Kiss My Mouth. 
OPEN UP AND KISS MY MOUTH. I push open my hole and Jesus leans over 
to kiss my lips. He kisses me and I kiss back. 


We’re making out. Jesus and I are making out. While he’s making out with my ass- 
lips his dick is way down my throat. Each time I open my mouth wider to suck down 
some air he plugs it. Knowing that I can’t breathe doesn’t make any difference to 
Jesus. Once he’s stuffed in all the way and I know that I can’t breathe, I give up only 
to get the idea, breathe through your nose stupid. 


Jesus is kneeling over me humping my face. My maaaan waallks onn handds aand 
kneeeees. My legs are under his arms and wrapped around his back so that my ass 
is open to his deep kissing. I’m hiis fiirst aand onnnlly chiilldd. The more he sucks 
my lips into his mouth, the more into my ass I suck his tongue. His cock and tongue 
can’t possibly be as long as they must be. J’m his onnnlly truuue llovvve. His cock 


i. | 


and tongue can’t possibly be as long as they must be. J’mmm his onnnllly reeaal loyy- 
ve. Heeee iiis mmiine. The end of each seems attracted to the other, or else I’ve shrunk. 
While his fat dick head is sloshing around in whatever it’s been pouring into my 
stomach, his tongue, which already’s slurpped up last night’s dinner, is working on 
the breakfast I just downed. Pretty soon he’ll be eating his own. 


Heeee liiis my saaaage. Drained, exhausted and warm Jesus sits me up. I’m sitting. 
He is standing. He brings mmee rooooses and incennnnse. Jesus bends over and kisses 
my shit smell back to me. His tongue flops into my mouth. Using the kiss to open 
my mouth, he gets his mouth inside mine. And he cllloooses myyy mmiinndd. Clamp- 
ing down, he pinches shut my nose, shudders a little and vomits into me. 


Jesus stands with his ass in front of my face. Yess, he cllooosses my mmiinnd witth 
reeaal loovve. Bending over he goes all the way down on my dick. Reeall loovve. 

I hear his Eat Me, Eat Me. EAT MY ASS. EAT MY ASSHOLE. Reeaall love. Even 
though his mouth is totally down in my crotch, I hear him talking plain as day. Reeaal 
lloove. Squatting a little he spreads his cheeks enough to show off his hole. OOOHHH. 

It sort of winces, winks, puffs up and then the whorl unfurls into a dark red mouth 
whispering eat me, Eat Me, EEEAT MMMEEE. / willl kkiisss the grroouunnd 
where hhee lefit a taaste of hiis streenngth of liife. Taaake meee doown. His fucking 
asshole is speaking to me. Taaake mee doown. Its thick purple lips are rippling and 
scrinching out words. Taake me doowwnnn noooww. It’s quite a sight. Taakke me 
doowwnnnnn inntooo the coollld deadd earrth, taake me doown. Jesus’s goddamn 

asshole is fucking talking to me. Take me doowwwnn in your hanndds againn. It opens 

further and reaches out to kiss me. Jake me down. Take me down. Our lips meet 

and I slip it tongue. Jake me dooowwnn wittthh reeaall loovve, reeaal llove, reeaal 
love, reeaall love. He sighs, opens wider and kisses me back harder. Oh. 


Jesus’s kissing ass presses against my face. Well I dreammed tthatt sweet dreeammm. 
I push back just as hard and he exhales some spicy whisper, smiles, and then his 
lips open up as wide as my mouth. Wouldd nott forrrgett wherrre I amm. I Spit into 
it and it spits back. J willl allwaays reememmmber yoouurr haand on mmmy 
shhoulllder pulllling me down, pulllingg mee down innto the cooold deaadd earrth. 
Spit dribbles out and I suck it off while nosing my way around the warmer, softer. 
moister inside. Too bad it’s so dark. I’d really like to see what’s up there. Thaake 
me downnn. 


Take me doowwnnn. Jesus’s hole sucks my face real hard and slurps my head in. 
What a suck job. I shoot in Jesus’s mouth. Zake me doowwnnn. With grunts he swallows 
it, stands and letting out a big breath, I get sucked in up to the shoulders. Take me 
down therrrre with real loovee. Jesus squats a little and uses his fingers to pull open 
his hole even wider. Now. I know exactly what to do; it’s just like fisting. Bringing 
my forearms together on my chest, I bunch my fingers, thumbs inside, inch them 
under the lips and then open my hand stretching out the hole’s lips far enough to 
take my shoulders. Reall loovvve. Jesus hunkers down and wiggles. Reall loovwve. 
His ass muscles are rippling their way down my chest. Reall loovvve. I slide my hands 
over my face, past my head, reach through his insides and grab onto somewhere in 
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Bo Huston 


snaps shut. It’s dark. My head falls j 
1 dark, My he alin DARK SPRINGTIME (1959) 


ck, black shadow, made blacker 


we see Jesus. R / : 1 some place 4 
bApatewmenly - Soe We step into my jeans ae we : poke through and in others One night that Spring of 1959, I spoke to a bla 
king for someone to fuck with en put on his t-shirt and cap by my drunkenness, by the mysterious, ancient bar. We had to descend a flight 
of stairs to enter. A bar like all the old homosexual haunts, a place beneath 


| 
! 
| the world, odorous, creepy, pathetic, unreal — and we, down there, were a 


| little creepy and unreal. 
[had my own story; and ou 
to ourselves. I was just a kid, ignorant an 
I'm not usually a talker. The streets were wet 
I went in to drink. 
Out of this black, black shadow came a man’s voice: 
whispering, like a junkie’s voice. “I will,” I said. 
There was silence. My eyes encircled the shadow to see behind it, but I 
could not. Instead, just to my right, I saw a beautiful curved ass, which grazed 
my knuckles. Its owner turned, looked at me, then looked away very quick- 
ly; but he did not leave. 
From my left, then: ‘Do you promise not to ¢ 
into the light?” 
I was between beauty and secrecy. “I promise, 
ies) Pcaatl I turned to try and see the face that went to the lovely ass. 
: Suddenly, a body was before me. Having emerged from deep inside that 
shadow, it perched itself between my legs as I sat slouching on the bar stool. 


His appearance woke me up, sobered me. 
He was short. He was unshaven, so his face was really hidden behind his 


light whiskers. He wore his hair cut close. He wore a denim jacket, no shirt. 
His thin fingers touched my sleeve. 
I was scared. He was more than just a man in a bar — he was like an ap- 
parition, or like the strange shapes at night in my room when I was a little boy. 
The handsome one to my right walked away, put off by this ghost between 
my legs, I was sure. The man looked to either side of him. He pulled a cigarette 


from behind his ear, cupped a match with his hands and lit it. 


ser to mine, “oh, I’m sorry. So 
“Because I have plenty of them. 


r own stories are, by and large, interesting only 
d pretty (but I never smiled). And 
from a stormy weekend, and 


“Come to my place?” 


hange your mind when I step 


I do promise,” said I. But 


Kotton Krown by Sonic Youth ©1987 Cesstone Music, Real Love by Swans 


“Qh,” he whispered, leaning his face clo 
i| you . . . do you want a cigarette?” I said no. 
{ Have one. Don’t you smoke?” 


me. For several moments his hands rubbed my 


I took one and he lit if for 
were not connected to him; he looked around, 


thighs, but it was as though they 


- 


extremely agitated. and « 
This was Mr Voss, I ¢ 
I later learned his first ng 


night, his crazy story in that hoarse voice. Ij 
and drank Istened 


He said: “You're not Boing to believe this.” 
would believe me." And Mr. 
sometimes laugh, or pout, and kk 
(which would illuminate his j 
a better look at him), so fast a 
he was a visual experie 


and shook his head. “No one 
$8, Within one sentence, could smil 


e, frown, 
0k around, wipe his cheek, draw ON a Cigarette 
aw for a second, and I would squint to have 
nd busy — he was thrilling to watch. For me, 
nce. 

“Are you afraid of me?” 
it was Dick. 

“Are you afraid of me 
“Come, come, a little 
Supposed to follow. 


he asked. Then: “What's your name?” J told him 
?" I did not feel afraid o 


f Mr. Voss, but I didn’t answer. 
booth over here,” he s. 


aid, and was gone. And I was 


ty, I supposed, Pulled me over to him. 


“Alright, so.” 
down to that whi 
I first discove 


began Mr. Voss. 
Sper — “would yo 
red his accent, whi 


“Where to begin. Would you believe - ” 
u believe I killed someone tonight?” Here 


“A stranger is not Teal, and you are not real to the Stranger. A stranger could 
kill you. And you could kill him. 


“Tt was a response, which | never dreamed I'd have. 
“Are you afraid of me?” 


He seemed a little 8iddy about the whole thing, 
but I was not afraid. 
“No,” he said. “You understand I felt his fingers at my crotch then, pressing 
my balls, but not with affection. 


every day, practically. And some 


meone attack me, [’I] turn 
k his punk butt so hard he'll rush right to mother,” 


ed, and coughed. “He'll go right out and 8et a job and 
—_- w~ 


and here he chuck] 


sa Pitiarch after I'm through with him. 
jo 


eT a 


you know, and I pray 


I'm scared to death, asses me, and 


; ous. 
“ r times, I'm nerv bei 
a Se my front door. | examine 
Se eats. But anyway, tonight . . 
m 


; sn’t that funny?” -d done; 
: mind. Isn't that Rs a murder he 
ee om iy pce he was telling me about 
By now I'd actu 


i i t, confiding 
;. speaking right out, Co 
ee ee boys like me. 
: any chatty, idle ' ss iciaia’ ba 
ae apd erangers trying to ote bs Ne 
he ong started to rise, but he caug ) 
| wanted to piss, ‘ 
“Wait, Dick. | 
he said my name ma = 
fi ee this was a troubled ame bie 
fol the shadow. We leaned our heads 
continued. 


= »rson who pi pibwr 
ae being attacked was Jj 
. to 


was of a dif- 
as the ghost 
d Mr. Voss 


cai én 
de me remember: this ena | 
. a scary story, this He 
toward each other, @ 


. one’s sud- 
‘ And then, someon iid 
, strolling along. Anc ike I was caught. 
sudden. So, so fast. ee pr my arms, from arene) se ote halal a: 
denly took hold of ses He just stopped me, es What do you want. 
Olay So I waited and finally 1 asked him: Okay though. 
Okay. So I wait He wasn’t saying anything wee ulous. Then I heard: I te 
We oe ite a while) wee that he should just 
— . ie id, and I wanted to seine he spoke. He said: 
Sa > . . 
got a gun. Oh, my nee hurt me, or anything at all. oe sidewalk, real slow. 
Ye cals, In down on the sidewall; face down OD 5 going through my 
Very slowly, lie down on n straddled my back and wa Ears out, there 
heared sah pressed against the cement. the pier, but it was 
pockets. He had pene and some people were on 
were tugboats in 
dark, they couldn't see re 
“Here I felt this anger. 
this man’s victim, you know, I e. 
threatened, and it’s a kind of to ae 
“Being tortured by this man, you see, uspenseful tone, 
hni so was quite intriguing, it had a s ite teachers in grammar sc 
ce of style, like one of my favor! 
br thed deeply, lit another ee : ito 
When I was amazed because Mr. he of something; this went on 
i et ri 
i like he was trying to g a 
ae ac I sat watching, appalled, curio 


tly 
i i d then he abrup’ 
blivious to me throughout this routine. An 

He was oblivio 


¢ too. I was 
: was getting angry, 4 
adnan aie oh icine attacked, and my life 


3 is story-telling 
se gamers ert confes- 
hool. He 


‘ ly, 
is crotch, vigorous 
ert ndhae for a full 


st shaking, I guess, and he 


Okay. So, then I moved, but RENE Each angrier. But I wanted 


. > od ? 


_ 


to think clearly about the situation. 


“You know when you look back on something, and think what you could 
have done and should have done? Here I wanted to reason out my first, best 
move, while I could still make it. 

“I closed my eyes and felt his bi 
have a twenty dollar bill there — 
so hard against the walk. 


g hands in my back pockets — and I did 
and my face was bleeding from being pushed 


“Of course, you know, it would have been fine if he’s been careless and 
dropped the gun or something, and then I would have bee 


into action. But that wasn’t likely. And in a confrontation 


best not to count on your opponent making a mistake. Bes 
Look for an escape route, 


n able to spring 
of this kind, it’s 
t, devise a plan. 


“What finally came to me was to, with all my might (which I know it isn't 
very much), roll him over. Roll him off of me. And then kick him right into 
the river. There, he'd either get rescued somehow, or drown. That would not 
matter to me.” 


I interrupted. “Well, but listen, this isn’t murder. This is self-defense” 


Mr. Voss shook his head vigrouously, and in that harried schoolteacher’s 


tone, answered: “‘You must let me finish, Dick.” We settled back deeper into 
the little booth. 


“In order to accom 


kicking him, I had to bolster my anger. Wi 


eyes. I dreamed myself into a rage. 
“Not self-defense, my dear. Aggression, hatred, power. Murderous power, 
and retaliation for bei 


ng abused. Murder was on my mind much more that 
murder was on his mind. I dreamed this wonderful rage, you see. 
“He wanted a watch, or a wallet. And I, finally, wanted just to kill him. 
Really, I did, I wanted to kill him. 


“So, I killed him. I rolled him over. He landed on his butt, startled. I look- 
ed him dead in the eye. Oh, he was surprised, I panicked in that second, 
and I almost ran. But I knew he 


mad, very mad. And amused, it semed like 

that way. He looked confident. 

and I was wrong about it. 
“Then he said: Cocksucker. 


“I brought up my foot — and I’m wearing these thick boots, as you see 
— and kicked him in the chest. As hard as I could. And he flipped right over 
was there. Like a backwards flip. Gone . . .” 


At that moment, the dimness in the bar 
across the room and shone on a young, 
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th my imagination. I closed my 
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t was like we we 


ight. I was 
Fayed late, but did not spend the night 


That afternoon I saw a newspaper. On page 2: DRIFTER DROWNED IN 
BAY. The man was not identified. An elderly couple had spotted his body 
early in the morning washed against some pilings. Police were speculating 
that he'd fallen in and died trying to swim ashore. He was described as six 
feet, one hundred-seventy pounds, black hair, brown eyes, in his twenties, 
He died any time between eleven at night and three in the morning. 

No mention of a gun being found, or bruises on his chest. But I figured 


that would come out eventually, if the press even bothered to follow up on 
the case. I figured he must have been the one. 


Weeks passed. I did not see Mr. Voss, of course. In early April, my grand- 
mother died, and on the train north, I thought of him, the darkness all around 
him. 

I wondered if I was not taking what he told me too lightly. Did I have any 
responsibility in all of this? And the paper on my lap detailed another 


anonymous murder, another drifter, which brought back Mr. Voss’s scary 
whisper and crazy smile. 


I spent four days in my late grandmother's sunny parlor, in her frame house 
near the river. I felt ill off and on, depressed, lonely, And the city papers 
were reporting these mysterious murders of young men. The press did not 
connect these deaths with each other, and I didn’t at first. 

One hot day, I sat with a foot in the river, gazing at the clouds unhappily, 
hopeless. I was thinking of Mr. Voss, thinking, and got this familiar feeling 
as your prick just starts getting hard, rolls along your leg . . . and I kept my 
eyes on these tall plants which had sprouted yellow buds and were bending 
from the mild wind . . . I kept my hand in my pants, groping my prick, just 
to hold it... 


And, so, suddenly I was convinced about Mr. Voss; not so much that he 
was a killer, but that he might be. What a bad dream it was. 


What a bad dream it was. I stopped reading the papers. Somehow, Mr. Voss 
was dangerous to me, I knew, like a drug. 


Near the end of that spring, I did see Mr. Voss again. 


I was feeling a little lonely and went out for a drink. Another bar this time: 
noisier, brighter. 


I saw Mr. Voss immediately. He was leaning against a wooden post, talk- 
ing to a man with grey hair. 


I got my drink and sat on a stool at the bar. In the mirror, I watched Mr. 


Voss notice me. He left his grey-haired friend and came towards me. I turned 
around. 


As though we had spoken every day for all this long time, he grabbed my 
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. | mean 
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isn’t it? That no one 


d left the bar. 
‘ ” ; calmly. I rose an Voss. 
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be leading Mr. Voss to hell. Assuming, that is, that Mr. Voss was 


really a killer, 
So, I just kept wondering: what formed that man, that dark 


Shadow-man? 


Where is he? What is he doing right now? This threat, this plague, killing 
young men, then to sit and smoke and wave his stained fingers, tense his 
shadow-jaw, in a dark, old bar . . . telling a story to me, whose name he 
thinks is Dick. I kept searching to know. But I could not know, 

What was done to him, if anything? What does he mean, if anything? These 
questions became issues, and then abstractions, and then I was lost; and I 
have been lost since this experience. Thirty years ago. 


I wanted to know why this had happened. And if it was real. And so, then, 
eventually, I thought, and I think now: of course it is not real. Mr. Voss did 
not kill anyone. He is a harmless fantasizer. That’s the trick of him. Always, 
murder is in the headlines, and he pretended, back with that first unsuspect- 
ing, smug mugger, that he was strong — strong enough; he developed a vi- 
sion of himself, a version of his experiences in and reaction to the world, 
Because it had excited him . . . as it did me, I guess. 


Killing his torturer is simply one of those things he wished he had done. 
He is a spirit. 


That sounds logical. For me, that is the truth. 


Gary Indiana 
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His real name is Tim, but, dissatisfied with “Tim,” he took the name “Travis” 
from a jeans commercial that had been big when he was 10 to II. 


A woman's voice calls out on the soundtrack, “ 
A Packard pulls up to a solitary gas pump in 
desert. In the background stands the Benedict 
film of Giant. Out the Packard window her expensive boots gleam in the sun, 
Her lazy legs are tightly encased in the brand of jeans the TV ad is selling. 
All this is in the past and to view the ad today y 


‘ou'd have to ring up the Broad- 
casting Museum on East 57th and ask them for a special viewing. 


Travis, you're years too late!” 
the middle of the American 
house from George Stevens’ 


Travis has been very bad and, alone in a room, opens the closet door and 
finds an adequate knock-off of one of Christian LaCroix’s pouffe cocktail 
dresses. Black bodice, red and pink ruffled skirt. This he pulls down over 
his naked body. Its cinched waist sits askew, like a broken toilet seat, on his 
jutting hipbones and his impertinent buttocks. In the next room Carey waits 


for him, idling away the hours with a big scotch and soda and a copy of Forbes 
magazine. 


He and his friends from art sch 
and Pins,” based on the marital 
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bles in the part of a hospital nurse. When the 
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Ciant person, and often makes up his lines as the performance goes on, which 
is fine with most of the cast except for the bitch who plays Cher. One night 
after the show the Cher guy goes berserk and hits Travis in the temple with 
a heavy glass bottle that’s su 


pposed to represent “Uninhibited” perfume. 
There’s blood all over the sidewalk and all over the collar of the nurse’s uniform. 
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cream gleamed under one nipple. His bath towel slid to the floor in a red 
ribbon around his bare feet. The apartment was very quiet. 


After an unsuccessful bout with tweezers, Carey confides in his barber 
downtown. The barber stares at his left ear with sad eyes. ““You should have 
told me, Mr. Denham, let me know much sooner. We’ve been clipping ear 
hair for years, it’s one of our specialties, you might say. The painless way.” 

The barber shop is crowded, but subdued. On every square of lilac enamel 
wall tile a hook holds an electrical instrument. “‘Painless?” Carey repeats. 

“Guaranteed, or your money back,” says the barber. “It’s the thing today. 
No one wants to walk around looking old. Bad for business. Old or disheveled, 
and ear hair brings out the worst of both. The way other men look at you, 
businessmen, relatives, friends.’ 

“Don’t they look at the shoes first anymore?” 

“Fraid not, Mr. D. Today it’s the ears, ears all the way. Haven’t you read 
Mr. Trump’s best-seller The Art of the Deal?” 

Guiltily Carey remembers the Trump book, that’s sat untouched for a month 
on his nightstand under an ashtray. He shakes his head. No. 

“Well, read it, please, Mr. Denham, read it for your own sake. Now there’s 
a man who always makes a nice impression; and you know why?” 

“Tm beginning to get the picture. Smooth inner ears.” 

“Now on some men, a little ear hair looks good. Some — European men. 
And in Tokyo, I understand, it’s a sign of virility.” 

“But I’m not European, am I?” Carey supplies. The colorful pages of 
“Playboy” sigh in his lap, a statuesque former rock star, 42, proves she’s still 
got what it takes in black satin lingerie. Reminds him of Brooklyn Harbor. 
A dark foreign freighter stirs slightly, waves ripple from its hull in silky black 
undulations. The woman rises to her knees and the black satin puffs out around 
her. She’s wrapped in a cloud of perfume. Reminds him of sex, or the way 
“sex” comes at you in big bold letters when you’re salivating for it. “And 
no way I’m Japanese.” 

“No, you're the all-American type, I'd say,” the barber says regretfully, ap- 
plying a swatch of linen, dipped in astringent, to the tiny cuts inside Carey’s 
right ear. “Mom, Apple Pie, the flag.” 


I used to lick inside that ear, my tongue darting and plunging, down to the 
lobe, where I’d hang like a ruby from an Ethiop’s ear. ‘‘Hang there like fruit, 
oh my soul, til the tree die.” 

I'd move my tongue to say the words of love and passion he lived upon. 

“Daddy,” Id tell iim. Just that one word at first, then a string of imperatives 
long as the night. On Sunday morning the sun rises above the Harbor, gulls 
swoop, the air is filled with pink and red gleams. The fog lifts from the blue- 
green water, and motley patterns of oil and refuse glitter in the dawn’s cold. 
He snores with his mouth and nose pressed into the pillow. “Repression,” 
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‘“ + me sees?” 
“Don’t,” he said sharply. Whats. some} ethorpe show. When you 


Afterwards we went to the Whitney to the ar Sea gine 
walked in a large self-portrait greeted you, the artis 


medium-sized bullwhip dangling 
at his feet, its handle prodded sideways up his ass. Carey, bewildered, averted 


When I turned fourteen there he was, a ditch so wide, so filled with white 
Sluggish life, I said “Hope I pass out before I puke,” to someone unseen. 
When we took the train to double back to Long Island, the conductor stepped 
on Carey’s shoe, and Carey took him to task. “There’s a small rip in my shoe,” 
he said firmly. “*You’l] by hearing from me with my shoemaker’s bill?’ I was 
so embarrassed. “Give me your badge number, sir.” “We don’t have badge 
numbers, we’re conductors.” “What kind of organi 
“Carey, would you cool it,” I hissed. “You're on the LIRR, not at FBI head- 
quarters.” I was so embarrassed. I wanted to steal away from him away from 
the small, encloistered void he provided. 
It was exactly as though he were my real father, and everything one dislikes 
about one’s father, at that age, and in that relation of power and death. 


Manuel Ramos Otero 
Translated by Gregory Kolovakos 


THE EXEMPLARY LIFE OF THE SLAVE 
AND THE MASTER 


spit i ace. drip- 
do it to me the way I tell you to or don’t do it at 7 spit sie Bio 5 4c 
ing dripping the saliva dripping dripping all the way from , ea pune 
a end of your rough chin spittle hangs like jungle vines ae at cates 
hand is clenched. spit the way I tell you to or don t spit 2 iaberyy te on 
so he can’t see. he rubs the slimy saliva with his stic cy we : aes ae 
Key the spit that crashes down on my face. his fingers disp prt i 
my face. do it harder or don’t do it at all. rigid hands capliors whee 
den the deserted surface of the face. the gummy spit on Amara 
the mustache that covers the mouth and the saliva in his 5 ae pile pie 
he contracts his lips. I spit on the photographs glued © ie . me a4 
your face from side to side on the pillow. do it the way : este s 
harder, more. the back the ass the face squashed by hie “sr bsogennt 
the master’s stinking feet. and I your slave. if the blin ) a ee 
that hot noon of the city the smells of carburetors and chimn gab ide ae 
reached us, there would have been sunlight streaked by the rose 
and this would not have had any importance. 


When he walks. with his jeans worn at his knees on the ra pratt steph 
moons on his cheeks and a scorpion on the curve of his f a a 
walks. The left thigh which is where the abovementioned sect aa 
step forward and moves like a pendulum, rubbing the tae hake aa 
not so tanned by the sun of course but covered by fuzz oe e Rise Sage a 
of the jeans. When he walks. His balls with their de ee! Abin hese y 
of the thighs move indecisively from side to side but prefer to sp 

right thigh. 


hee ; sit 
and I his slave I’ve said. piss on my life or don t piss on ne? ~~ a ig Ae : 
interstice of my solitary cheeks. piss on my veins like on a _Aiaee 
constructed on water. piss on my islands of flesh made purp: : se ee 
blow of the mouth. the master pisses on the white aa an ie ee 
torrents run whirling down on the ends of the slave’s - Pres Mee ge 
way that I tell you to or don’t piss on me at all. ven . Le eS. 
of water am I. liquid sunflowers. burning petals of wet light. ee a 
his sleeping hose unwinds. he shoots jets of solitude. I used 


or I wouldn't fuck at all. fuck like chopin or don’t fuck me at all. from the 
bed only the record player can be seen but the record (the military polonaise, 
opus 40, no. 1) can’t be seen and since the closed blinds don’t allow the other 
to be seen (the edge of the island, the docks, the jail where the rhymes and 
legends of gustavo adolfo bécquer are read, the indigo blue policemen fuck- 
ing in the back alleys and the number one macho with his forty inches of 
torture) and I can’t even see myself reading my novel. 


He smells like a sweaty dick at night. He smells like an asshole observed 
but not touched. He leans against the perpendicularly perfect edge of a building. 
But when he leans. It must be because the left leg angles and the foot (I didn’t 
mention it before, sin of omission, but he’s wearing white tennis sneakers 
worn down from so much walking around here hoping that his slave walks 
by that he looks at the dirty and torn canvas sneakers and that he is enthralled 
with the stench of his feet). He smells of death. The street where he is. 
Christopher Street. Or. The alley of the chapel where the master mortifies 
himself. His thing is dead but if it wasn’t. 


put your whole fist inside me or don’t put it in at all. finger by finger. first 
put in your big finger. he feels the carnivorous walls. wild orchids hanging 
on the walls. put your whole fist inside me. that’s what I said. but he didn’t 
hear me because he put in the thumb knife edge threat of murder illuminated 
by the moon. put your whole fist inside me. the index finger slid in like a 
candle and it bent the way rainbows do. finger by finger he exited. the master 
smeared his hand with saliva. hydra of green spit. he enters. but he doesn’t 
exit. saliva lubricant. put your fist in me. he was up to the first knuckles. 
he was forcing the joints. we were shouting almost always. we were shouting 
because we were fucking. we were shouting because we weren't fucking. putting 
in his fist. whole. anus poppy in live flesh. I live the flesh of my flourishing 
asshole. the fingers poking the spilled pool of the magical mucous membrane. 
put your whole fist inside me. the palm of your hand. the lines on your hand. 
long life. fortune. the wandering fist of the gypsies. the hungry shufflings 
of fate. the master read the slave’s fortune when he put his hand in. he opens 
his hand. he was up to the wrist and the entire fist. the whole fist. the. fist. 
the. if not, we wouldn’t have come up against nothingness, the ceiling fan 
would have stopped, the images would have sputtered out and for what pur- 
pose would we have smelled life? for that very reason. 


The bed moved. It moved from side to side. From side to side on top of the 
bed. Under the sheets it moved. Under the sheets of cum it moved. It stop- 


ped on him as if there were a snake under the sheets. It stopped on him. Like 
a watch. 


— |e ime 
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purt. in his mouth 
on't Come at all. 
ter’s cum, spurt 


on his slave. spurt. by. s 
Come in my mouth or d 
gue. I cry for the mas 


py spurt the master is coming 
ie pools of marble honey. 
3 my sleeping ton 


: ? ; Wei he master. 
he shoots his cum over ‘ed cum from a billy goat. milking t 
the eum. bubbles Secon rol. it moves like a crab In the throat. 


yes Oo 
a al 
ce his memes head to foot. head. 
ie Br neck. the shoulders and the musc oe wines ae 
Ue heace and the tongue on that embrace. sacle epee tr aspihadlld 

y inside. ita > . . : 

me eae: ey aad aren sake. and finally the sae i 
behind. the aoe ie a I tell you to or don’t nce on ei ~ ies 
iy ts ice ek oe es haa. 
RS Baten ee, a enue The paint brushes of ae be 
2 Boring 4 roan prison cell. enters. and. exits. the an rh: 
ie Bidsties about the nothing that I am. if ge ue dee a 
[had to put down the novel (long distance), over ¢ a bottle that permit 
sheets and between them both the hair of the asshole o peepee 
the slave to protect the dream or the master to dream ) ad pe lephone (they 
as if he has died), but he wasn’t listening to the voice wc! peng 
found the body in the sugar cane field where they burn ss of cumn did they 
masters didn’t even awaken with the noise (how wee) rte  cinood tha till 
find inside him?) (they shot the pistol in his deepest niet shin dain 
and the master opened his eyes (later they broke a co z Gece 
the master’s hand on his sweaty dick had to move I sei that he woul 
off his dick with a barber’s razor and shoved it in his mo 


| unishment 
continue sucking in the afterlife), ao corr aged on stone 
the whip with metal points the immobile ropes the EA TT rs because 
flesh and the smith-wesson 32, he had to jerk off hanging from't step 
Tao siting ce ad FS cane vnsion blinds, the record 
ince inundated the room and the ne the police 
RE stitary Polonaise and the record player, the vee Ape Se a = 
siren, the uniforms of aon orale vor pei and the Master) and 
cadaver, the novel (The Exemp 


nothingness, 


t. the tongue awakens. my tongue 
to, foot. the neck and the 
les of the shoulders. arms 


besides. 


David Sedaris 


CAESURA 


The second I stopped caring about Dwayne Youngblood my skin felt tight. 
He shifted in his chair, conscious of my weight on his bladder. I shifted too. 

He complained to his date, somebody named Christopher, about a slight 
pain in his stomach. Dwayne suspects it has something to do with his rich 
dinner at the Trattoria Al Dente. 

Trattoria Al Dente! When I knew Dwayne he thought al dente was a used 
car dealer. Now the words roll off his tongue and after dinner, because of 
his stomach, Dwayne only begs this Christopher three or four times to fuck 
him before he takes it with the most god-awful surrender I have ever heard 
in my life and I’ve been around. 

My love for Dwayne had made me small but now the truth was making 
me big and sick. 

I towered over him at the rest stop where we first met. I was 6 feet 2, 245 
pounds. I was chubby. Maybe not chubby. I could have stood to lose fifteen, 
maybe twenty-five pounds. I was in a jazzercise group and worked to keep 
my weight down (I'd cut out pasta completely) but after a certain age you 
Just spread out and there’s not a thing in the world you can do about it unless 
you want to turn into one of those Constant Gym Queens and that was the 
last thing I had time for. 

When I first saw him, Dwayne was taking one of those long six-pack pisses 
and whistling what I would later come to recognize as Skull Dagger’s Death 
Knell in Hell, not a catchy tune by any stretch of the imagination but ac- 
complished. It was a dead night at the rest area and we were alone so I stood 
at the next urinal until he caught me staring. I remember I said something 
stupid like, ‘When I hear a whistle like that, I can’t help but come.” It was 
something silly and off the cuff. Then Dwayne leaned towards me, his beautiful 
fat cock hanging out of his pants, and he hit me in the mouth, knocking out 
my left front tooth. That tooth was on its way out anyway. I smoke too much 
and tend to grind my teeth when I’m anxious so I really didn’t mind losing 
it. I'd been planning on having it replaced and this motivated me towards tak- 
ing the first steps toward a lot of bridge work I’d been putting off for years. 
While I was bleeding on the bathroom floor he shook his last few drops of 
piss onto my face and called me a cocksucking shithead before kicking me 
twice in the ribs and swaggering out to his car to smoke a joint. 

See, he made me love him! 

I have an old lover who works in the state’s attorney’s office and he helped 
me to trace Dwayne’s name and address through the license plate number 
I'd copied from the back of his car. 


I loved the way Dwayne hung up on me the first few times I called. By 
the fifth call I’d worked up the nerve to remind him of where we'd met and 
when he threatened to track me down and beat the shit out of me, I felt my 
class ring loosen and slide off my finger. It was the way he said it, with such 
authority and conviction, the way a bull terrier might say it if he could speak. 

By the time I handed Dwayne the keys to the Chevy Nova I'd bought him, 

I stood 5 feet 9 inches tall, his height. I knew his current car was in bad shape 
so I called and offered him the Nova no strings attached in exchange for all 
the trouble I’d caused him. It was secondhand but I'd had it re-painted and 
outfitted with a good stereo and new tires. Dwayne accepted the keys the same 
way he might have accepted a truck load of cement, he was so indifferent! 
He complained that the gas tank was only half full and that he didn’t have 
any decent tapes to play so I gave him all the cash I had on me which amounted 
to less than three hundred dollars. He didn’t thank me or accept my invita- 
tion to dinner, just took the car and money and drove off, screeching his tires 
the way kids sometimes do. I was afraid that Dwayne might be one of those 
Born To Run types, that he’d head off towards the nearest steel mill or oil 
refinery and I shrunk to think I might never see him again. 

When he came to my apartment drunk a few nights later I honestly couldn’t 
remember ever being happier to see someone in my life. Once, as a young 
boy, I'd gotten separated from my parents while attending a Tri-County Voices 
choir concert at the state fair. There were thousands of families in the exhibit 
halls, people from across the state viewing the well-developed livestock and 
oversized vegetables that, for some sad reason, appealed to them. I left and 
headed towards the midway which was crowded with teenagers wearing hooded 
sweatshirts and cheap windbreakers. The boys there traveled in packs, drink- 
ing rum in their cokes and forming rowdy lines for the rides which would 
cause them to vomit. They provoked one another into fist fights over the im- 
possible games but ultimately disappointed me by turning their driving atten- 
tion towards the packs of cheap-looking teenage girls who, in my opinion, 
were no more interesting than the 4-H displays at the exhibit hall. I kept cry- 
ing that I was lost and alone but nobody paid any attention. I wandered around 
for hours and, when I got hungry enough, searched the trash barrels for shreds 
of cotton candy and half-eaten franks. Knowing that nobody else wanted it 
made the scraps taste much better than the bland, square meals I'd always 
been told were coveted by the starving peoples of India and China. I told myself 
then that I would get used to living like this and can clearly remember my 
bitter disappointment when my mother, accompanied by six policemen, finally 
found me looking for coins beneath a Tilt-A-Whirl. I hadn’t wanted her to 
find me. I had wanted Dwayne to find me. 

And realizing it made me smaller. 

Dwayne told me that he’d lost his job at the warehouse after spending the 
last thirty-six hours in jail. He’d been out driving the car I'd bought him when 
a group of rich kids challenged him to a race and Dwayne, with his very 


masculine, very genuine pride, had taken them up on it. While the other kids 
had gotten off scotfree, Dwayne had been arrested and, when he failed to 
show up at work, lost his job. He said that it was my fault for having given 
him the car and of course he was right. Without a job he couldn’t keep his 
room at the boarding house so I invited him to move in with me. I remember 
that first night when, having turned down my offer of Shrimp Caribe in favor 
of a simple Porterhouse steak, Dwayne said there was no way on earth he'd 
share a bed with a cocksucking shithead like me. So I moved out onto the 
couch. I didn’t mind the couch, but would get up every few hours and sneak 
into Dwayne’s room to watch him sleep. He slept like a baby, his hairless, 
muscled body splayed upon the bed as if he had been dropped there from 
a great height. I would sometimes touch his lank brown hair where it lay on 
the pillow and strain my eyes trying to trace the crack of his magnificent ass 
beneath his soiled white briefs. Just standing there in the doorway, examining 
the fresh cigarette burns in my great-grandmother’s Double Wedding Ring 
quilt, I could actually feel my robe inching closer to the floor. 

There was so much cleaning and repair work to be done with Dwayne in 
the house. He was so primitive, so clumsy! It wasn’t that he disrespected my 
things on purpose, just that he’d never been taught that such things merited 
respect. And after a while, I couldn’t help but try and see things his way. 
For example, who’s to say that buckled veneer might “ruin” a Sheridan writing 
desk? Who was it that decided that coasters were important in the first place? 
What good was my Pennsylvania Redwing Puzzle Jug when I never really 
used it to begin with? 

Every day I would wash Dwayne’s sheets and pillow cases just for the quiet 
thrill of spending a few hours sniffing out the place where he’d slept, tracing 
it with my tongue. I used to pre-wash all his towels, jeans and briefs with 
my mouth until my tongue became raw and I lost my taste for food. 

Dwayne just hung around the house all day, working on his car and watch- 
ing TV. I had sensed from the start that he was a very talented musician and 
bought him an electric guitar hoping he might use it to develop his natural 
skills. Oh, the neighbors complained when Dwayne started playing his music. 
Phil and Jerry, my first floor tenants, were pounding on the door every twen- 
ty minutes until Dwayne finally told them that if they didn’t like it then they 
could just fucking move the fuck out. I used to like Phil and Jerry. We used 
to antique together and do the Gay Men’s Chorus, but when I looked at them 
from Dwayne’s perspective, I started to realize just how narrow and conser- 
vative they really were. How could they be in the chorus and turn their backs 
on other kinds of music? Who were they to judge anyone else’s music? “Music 
is just fucking music.” That’s what Dwayne says, and I agree. 

When Phil and Jerry moved out I lent the first floor to Dwayne’s friend 
Paulie who needed a safe place to work on his motorcycles. Before he moved 
in downstairs, Paulie used to visit quite often. He and Dwayne would sit up 
half the night, drinking beer, smoking dope, and sharing information on the 


cheap girls they admired but, thank God, never brought around. I saw Paulie 
as a bad influence on Dwayne. It was one thing for Dwayne to boss me around, 
[didn’t mind waiting on him, but it irritated me when Paulie started in. Paulie 
was nothing to me. I only put up with him because Dwayne threatened to 
leave if I wouldn't treat him like a respected guest. The two of them used 
to drop in on me at Collridge/ Tillman where I worked as a marketing analyst. 
When several of the secretaries noticed their purses missing, I defended Dwayne 
and Paulie with everything I had. When Tillman refused their future admit- 
tance into the office, I quit. For one thing Tillman's daughter Yvonne is just 
as trashy as they come and yet she’s allowed into the office. Tillman was just 
stereotyping Dwayne and Paulie and it pissed me off .Td wasted fifteen years 
working for that asshole and quitting was just the incentive I needed to get 
out and open my own firm. Fuck Collridge/ Tillman. 

Dwayne didn’t like having me home during the day. He became more moody 
than ever and would storm around the apartment breaking things. When I'd 
ask what his plans were he would cuff me against the side of the head, leav- 
ing me woozy and pleasantly vulnerable. He'd say, “Hey fuckface, why don’t 
you just suck my dick,” and I'd get worked up to do so but he'd always change 
his mind. It made me small. 

By the time he was shitting with the bathroom door open I stood three feet 
tall. Dwayne didn’t like for me to stare but if I was quiet I could crouch behind 
the ottoman and watch him wipe his plump ass and then examine the stained 
paper, inspecting it closely as if it were proof of some real achievement or 
defeat, a diploma or subpoena. At the time I was buying all of my clothing 
at the Small Fry Boy’s Shop so I traded all my old clothes to Dwayne in ex- 
change for allowing me to watch him shower. He rejected most of my Ar- 
mani as too faggoty, but filled out my leather in ways I had only dreamed 
of. His showers were taken quicker than I would have liked and it was hard 
to see over the edge of the tub. } 

By the time he allowed me to run my tongue over his ass I was using my 
old watch band as a belt. Dwayne’s ass was like ambrosia, not the kind that 
Phil and Jerry used to make with the braised baby oranges and fresh shred- 
ded coconut, but like life itself. 

When Dwayne finally allowed me to suck his cock, I was, of course, too 
small to take it inside my mouth. His cock was massive, my twin, and all 
I could do was straddle it and boost myself up and down until he lost pa- 
tience and flicked me away. 

I gave him my credit cards and savings passbook. I know it was wrong but 
I wanted to love Dwayne harder. I wanted to spend my days hidden in his 
briefs, crowded by his full, hairless balls. I wanted to ‘stand thigh-high in the 
slit of his dick and finally, when I was small enough, I wanted to slip unnoticed 
into the lush, private world he had guarded so heavily. ' 

Last night I waited until Dwayne was asleep and then I headed up his asshole. 
I brought some supplies: three croutons, a strawberry, and a small B-12 vitamin 


and felt my way through miles of intestines until I found a comfortable place 
for myself. I'd planned to stay a while in a warm, safe place. I wanted a fresh 
Start. 

I was here less than six hours before I heard Dwayne refer to Paulie as “girl,” 
as in “Girl, you’d better help me do something with this apartment.” 

He called dealers and sold what was left of my antique furniture before 
hiring movers to carry in his Tassio lamps and white leather DiFagglio sofa 
with matching side chairs. Although he plans on having the floors “recon- 
sidered,” he shouted at the movers and complained when his stainless steel 
end table was dragged, leaving a deep scratch in the foyer. 

After dinner and his fuck, Dwayne, very conscious now of a growing pain 
in his stomach, searches my medicine cabinet for something that might help. 

I am growing larger by the moment and my weight is causing him a great 
deal of pain and stress. Dwayne drinks a bottle of antacid and takes a couple 
of aspirin. 

“You'd better get used to it,’ I shout. But my voice, for now, is thin and 
puny, barely audible over the noise of his blemished heart. He wants the pain 
to go away, but I plan to dig in my heels and carry myself to term, until they 
drag me wailing back into the world. 


Ken Siman 


from PIZZA FACE 


in his bedroom to this man, so he figured it would 


ay ee his 2 trousers when he met him 


be best not to wear his awful yellow bellbottom 
— Be ronseace with the gentleman had begun a few pone Sarre 
when he had sent the man $1. The gentleman was not valile - si = 
that respect; Andy sent many of his candidates small sums in ee 
starting a correspondence. But Jimmy was the only one ‘whe eye nae 
sonally, the only one who sent him a picture that said, ““To my frie ‘ 
with best wishes, Jimmy Carter.” 
Andy mailed off that dollar rm > the 
i when he was 13 and Jimmy acha aif 
ee have much else to do with his money except it oe 
who would pay him some mind — even if only through the mal 7 aarfrions 
that men running for President would write back. They bien sae sara 
you notes, buttons, pictures of their families, their wives’ recipes, ‘ 
s and best wishes. ; 
Bs tan, Andy came to realize there were other men ae ae eis 
though they tended to be much older. They belonged to an organiza io nt 
the American Presidential Items Collectors, and subscribed to a ni a 
publication, The Political Accumulator. They had a roster of meen : . 6" 
categorized one another by name and age, phone and address, je mh 
area of interest. Lars Fisher /42/(612) 625-3500/ Minneapolis/ Hu geskenich 
phrey. Don Wasserman/38/ (212) 614-7888 / New York ie beac Mae 
Kennedy. These men spent their valuable time and income ne Pp wees 
tial items from campaigns past and present, back to the olden —_ the 
they would pay hundreds of dollars for an object of interest, mo er : 
cents plus a self-addressed, stamped envelope would be - icien ee ee 
Often at night, Andy would thumb through the roster 0 praeak oer 
telephone the ones he presumed to be wealthy, the lawyers an in ageke 
try to sell them what he had: old Bobby Kennedy bubble gum c ’ ; aa 
Roosevelt buttons he had stolen from his grandmother. When e gi ni 
checks — which were always good — he would anxiously await the nex ba “4 
of The Accumulator, sure he would be able to send — for something, 
anything, that had Jimmy Carter’s name or picture on I. 
sy his collection grew, Andy steamed off the Sports oecneaT oc 
posters that were collaged on his bedroom wall , and replaced | wen ~ 
pieces of felt in hues of green and white — Jimmy’s campaign 5; 


Jimmy Carter presidential campaign 
Carter was an approachable Jimmy. 


this felt, he would pin his collection. It was reserved for Jimmy Carter. 

Andy’s parents were not too troubled by this preoccupation. His father would 
yell about the holes in the newspaper and Time, the long distance phone calls 
to Plains, Georgia, but his mother thought it was better than having his mind 
on “some tart on a record,” and he was keeping up with the newspapers and 
current events, which was good preparation for the verbal side of the SAT exam. 

The North Carolina presidential primary was only a few months away, SO 
a lot of candidates were coming to Charlotte, North Carolina, Andy’s 
hometown. Many of these men had written to Andy, or at least their com- 
puter had, so he did not think himself untrue to try to meet all of them. Andy 
decided to make a sign that said “Charlotte Welcomes a Fine Candidate.” 
He had an interest in calligraphy, and made the sign look pretty in black felt 
tip. The time President Ford came through, Andy held up the sign just as 
the President was getting out of his limousine, and wound up on page 1A 
of the next morning’s Charlotte Observer in the background. The only boy 
who noticed this at school was Preston. 

Preston would have had no use for Andy if it wasn’t for that picture. Preston 
was a year behind Andy and only knew him from the bus. Andy sat in the 
very front, where all the nervous people sat, afraid of being hit on the head 
with a book. Preston sat in the back with the people who smoked cigarettes. 
Preston was a small, beautiful boy who modeled older boys underwear in 
the Richway catalog. When he was younger, he was one of Santa’s elves and 
a “trick-or-treater” on TV advertisements for the Winn Dixie. Up until then, 
Preston was sure he was the only boy in school who had his picture in any 
kind of publication, and wasn’t sure how or why Andy had gotten in the paper, 
but wanted to find out. 

Preston’s bus stop was the one before Andy’s. He pretended to miss it and 
got off at Andy’s stop. Andy ran straight home as soon as he got off the bus; 
he never went to the bathroom at school and was anxious to see if any letters 
or packages had come in the mail. Before he could start his dash for home, 
he felt a tap on his shoulder. He was agitated and bloated, and turned around. 
“What are you doing here?” Andy asked. “I missed my stop.” / “Oh.” / “I saw 
your picture in the paper.” / “Oh yeah?” / “How’d you do that?”’/ “It just hap- 
pened, I didn’t plan it or anything.” / “How did you know where to go?” /“Um, 
the candidates send me their schedules.” / “Can I go with you next time? My 
brother Leonard has a TransAm.”’/ “Uh, sure, I guess.” / “Well, tell me the 
next time somebody comes, but wait until we’re off the bus like now, 
OK?” /“OK.” 

Andy thought it would be great to be driven to see these men by a high 
school student in a TransAm instead of his parents. Maybe Preston and his 
brother would smoke cigarettes or pot in the car, and they would probably 
stop at the Piggly Wiggly and let him get junk food and gum. 

Governor Wallace was going to be coming through Charlotte that Sunday 
to speak at Northside Baptist Church. That very morning, Andy was going 


to be confirmed at his own church, Providence Methodist. He told Preston 
and Leonard to meet him in the Providence parking lot around 10:30, and 
then they would go to the Baptist church to catch Governor Wallace. 

That Sunday, Andy wore his only real planned outfit. Yellow pants — bellbot- 
toms — a silk shirt with brightly colored parakeets and an open neck (he had 
chosen this over the silk one that had pictures of the outdoors), a tight necklace 
with puka shells, a polyester blend blue sports jacket, black socks, and earth 
shoes that were three different shades of brown. Afterwards, when the con- 
firming was over, all of the young men, now Methodists, lined up in front 
of the congregation to have their hands shaken by a minister, a tall man who 
was one of the finest tennis players in Charlotte, and then by everyone else. 
“Welcome to the church, son,” many of the men said. Most of the women 
smiled at Andy and said “welcome,” but looked at him with sympathy. He 
noticed that the boys who were wearing suits with white shirts and ties were 
getting something he wasn’t: the handshake seemed a little firmer, the talk, 
though brief, more familiar. When the doors of the church were opened, An- 
dy heard a blaring radio and a honking horn and knew it was time to see 
George Wallace. 

Leonard, who liked to drive fast, said not to worry about being late. It would 
be cool if they interrupted a service at Northside Baptist. They were all just 
a bunch of rednecks there, anyway. 

They spotted George Wallace’s entourage just as they pulled into the park- 
ing lot. Since he was a paralyzed man, he was being wheeled into his car. 
Andy jumped out of the back seat and shook Wallace’s hand right away. “Hello 
there,’ said George Wallace. Once his wheelchair was lifted into the back 
of the station wagon, Andy went to shake his hand again, this time through 
the open car window. “Good to see you,” George Wallace said. Andy knew 
Preston had been all excited, thinking that if he could be in a picture with 
a famous handicapped person it would help get him the local spokesboy spot 
on the muscular dystrophy telethon; now he was very angry because there 
were no cameras. But he had never shaken hands with a famous person except 
Cloudy McRush, the TV weatherman, and approached George Wallace 
broodingly, sulking as he held out his hand limply. “Well, God bless ya, son,” 
the Governor said as he grasped Preston’s hand. Andy heard this and tried 
again. He made his way through the slim crowd and held out his hand. “Thanks 
for comin’ by,’ George Wallace said blandly. 

On the way home, Preston was very angry. ““Man, you said TV cameras 
would be there, you don’t know shit.”” Andy was a little let down as it was 
because it seemed Preston had gotten the right response from a candidate, 
one of his candidates. 

“Well,” Andy said, “I know Jimmy Carter and he should be here soon. 
We can go see him.” Preston didn’t know who Jimmy Carter was, but didn’t 
let on. “Maybe,” he said. They drove to the Piggly Wiggly and told Andy 


to walk several steps behind them; they knew people who hung out there. 

Pretty soon Andy got his Carter News in the mail. It had all the goings-on 
in the campaign listed in a chatty way, like the “Howdy Folks!”’ form letters 
his mother received at Christmas from people she really didn’t care for. It 
had all the latest news: the successful trips to New Hampshire, the Johnny 
Cash endorsement, Roslyn getting over her stage fright and making great 
speeches. In the “Coming Attractions” corner, it mentioned that Jimmy would 
be at the Charlotte Douglas Airport that coming Saturday. 

When he was getting dressed Saturday morning, Andy looked in the mir- 
ror at his outfit, the yellow bellbottoms, the silk shirt with the multi-colored 
parakeets, the puka shell necklace. He remembered the feeling he got in church 
and spat on the mirror. He took off his clothes and the necklace. The only 
other clean pants he had were dungarees, so he put them on with a white 
shirt that had long, wide collars, and one of his father’s brown striped ties 
to match the earth shoes. He removed his favorite button from the felt, “Jim- 
my Carter, The Spirit of ’76;’ and pinned it on. 

Preston and Leonard were in the driveway, honking the horn and revving 
the engine. Andy’s parents were now worried for the first time about all this 
candidate business. Preston looked pretty beautiful, Andy thought as he got 
in the back seat. “Maybe if I cut my hair differently,’ Andy thought, but 
then decided, “‘At least I have the button.” 

Leonard was already stoned and hungry so Andy said, don’t worry, there 
will be free Cokes and sandwiches. There was a big green and white sign 
in the airport, with Jimmy in a work shirt leaning against a rail fence. It said, 
“Let’s Elect Jimmy Carter President.” Andy had that one, but the one next 
to it, “Carter Folks in the Oak Room next to Dining Area,” was a hand-printed 
original and he promised himself to get it on the way out. 

The three boys were in the room where everybody was, cameras, food, 
and everything. There were bright TV lights that showed all the pores in the 
adults’ faces. Leonard wanted to stuff his face with one hand and drink Coke 
with another, so he gave Preston his camera. Then Andy and Preston went 
to find Jimmy Carter before everybody else had him. 

Jimmy Carter was walking out of a lounge, walking toward glass doors. 
He was smiling broadly and wearing a blue business suit, bright blue shirt, 
and an orange tie. For Andy, seeing him was wild, an image from his bedroom 
walls come to life. Preston was hanging on to Leonard’s camera and wasn’t 
even taking pictures. He never wanted anything unless he was in it. Preston 
and Andy offered their signs to Jimmy Carter, and he autographed them. Then 
Jimmy Carter took a look at Preston and said, would you like to have your 
picture taken with me? Preston handed the camera to Andy without looking 
at him. 

Andy looked through the camera. There was Jimmy Carter, smiling, his 
arm tightly around Preston’s shoulder. Andy had never used a camera except 


for Instamatics that were advertised frequently on television. He didn’t know 
what to do, what button to press. Jimmy Carter just kept smiling and said 
that button there, and pointed in the air, as if it would help. Preston looked 
safe, real comfortable. Andy still couldn’t find the button. Then one of Jim- 
my Carter’s aides took the camera from Andy. He told Andy he could get 
in the picture, too. Andy took his place next to Preston. Click. “Y’all hold 
up those signs now,’ Jimmy Carter said. 

Preston and Andy went back into the room and heard Jimmy Carter give 
a speech. “I want to be a President who is as good and kind and decent and 
as filled with love as the American people,’ he said. Andy wished he could 
travel with Jimmy Carter and meet some of these people. 

When Andy was sure that Jimmy Carter was back on his airplane, he ripped 
down the “Carter Folks in Oak Room’’ sign and took it with him. ‘We'll be 
on the news, too,” said Preston. “Right,” said Andy. They dropped the roll 
of film off at the Foto Hut, next day service and two-for-one. 

The picture looked like this: Jimmy Carter smiling with his teeth, an arm 
around Preston, whose thin lips went slightly upward. Andy was standing 
next to Preston. His braces showed through a forced smile, but at least none 
of the pimples were visible. He was hunched over. Andy then realized why 
Jimmy Carter didn’t ask him to pose first; he was just as tall as him, and 
it probably wouldn’t look right. 

Andy’s shrine to Jimmy Carter continued to grow during the election. He. 
had the photo of the three of them enlarged and sent it to Plains, Georgia 
to be autographed. But instead of saying something like “To my friend Andy 
— who better take a lesson in picture taking...” — something to show he 
remembered — it just said “J. Carter.’ Andy realized the man was getting 
busier as he got closer to becoming President. 

Once the election was over and the candidates stopped coming to Charlotte, 
Preston stopped seeing Andy. By this time, Preston had a picture of himself 
with the President of the United States and his own collection of Jimmy Carter 
stuff. Preston came over to Andy’s one last time; all he wanted was “The 
Spirit of ’76” button. Andy got Preston to wrestle him for it and let him win: 
He took the button off the felt and gave it to him. Leonard had been waiting 
in the driveway the entire time. 

Andy would show the photograph of the President to his classmates, but 
they would say it looks like your part was trick photography, you were painted 
in. Or, who is that cute guy next to Jimmy Carter, isn’t that Preston? Y’all 
don’t hang out together. Andy sent Jimmy Carter the picture again, and hoped 
maybe he could verify it was the real thing. The photo was returned with 
a note thanking Andy for his support. The signature on the note was fake, 
from a machine. 

Andy looked at the picture of the three of them again and realized Preston 
had probably cut him out, it would be real easy to do. Preston had a picture 
with Jimmy Carter, Andy realized. Just the two of them. 


"CHAPTER ONE, 


Bernard could tell that his ‘cock was not 
| going to stop growing until it. had. opie ae 
engorgement. sae 
In a matter of seconds his sei was 5s going 
to be fully erect and ready for some good hard 
fucking. 
Bernard rubbed his palm over his crotch aia 
moaned a little. 


Bernard’s prick was sprawled on his lower 
belly, hie ‘the tip nes toward his sex 


He rolled his es so His he move the 
testicles gently around inside . that _ large 
wrinkled sack. 

Bernard, at that moment, felt as if the head 
of his cock would explode if another drop of 
blood pumped in. 

The smooth skin that covered the heal of 
Bernard’s purple cock looked like it would tear 
if it were stretched any thinner, _ 


CHAPTER TWO 


The anticipation for _Bemard | Was 
excruciating. ~ 

“Lick it, big buddy. LICK My COCK!” 
Bernard called out. 

Bernard hadn’t ‘had: ‘an orgasm since a 
_ previous night,-so he knew that he Jhad a 
' hair-trigger for sex. - 5.) me ateders : 

Bernard could tell that. ‘he “would blow. | his . 
wad ‘soon .after his” lover” wrapped -his | dips: 
around that dong. i diy eae SE ee he MEA 


“Oh, baby, 1 just | love ‘the Eas youir tongile 
feels on my ‘cock!” Bernard exclaimed with a 


Cen 


z. 
we TT aaim bb P Uae 


pre SUCK, Att OH L GOD! SUCK, TUE B 

called out. o e ae 
&: 

| "Bernard cane ‘to’ pump up aad déwn wildly 
' with his hips, synchronizing the’ movements of 

his lower torso with the head. 

‘Bernard was moaning with each ‘rapid exhale 
by this time. Each moan was a bit louder than 
the one before it. 

“1M GONNA COME!!! I'M GONNA 
COME!!!" Bernard screamed. 


‘CHAPTER THREE 


Bernard was struggling to catch his breath, 
now that his ecstasy had been replaced by the 
warm contentment " of his post-cressmtp 
afterglow. nie 

Bernard was ‘still making little whimpering 
‘ sounds. each time he exhaled, letting all the air 
out. j Ne: 


“You save ‘come. on your. face,” Bernard 
‘said with a laugh. 


_Bernard, ‘at the same ‘time, could feel his 

4 toes clutching Gey at the top balls of his 
' feet. . 
-He lifted his feet off of the wrinkled red 
: bedspread and drew back his bent Rares at the 
; same time. ~ { 


“Bernard ° could feel his sphincter. “ muscle 
eae and relaxing: The muscle was out of 
control entirely. athe : 


ecensee 


‘When — Banas Was this ae his ass 
behaved as if it had a mind of its own, not 
needing Bernard’s brain. _ Rie EN Shen es ,, 

. «af*Fuck me, big buddy. I want to- feel all-of* 
“that big ten-inch prick inside. my ‘bowe 5% 
me ‘up ‘with: your cock. meat, you hunk: $i 
me ‘with your fuck juice., ‘I want to ‘feel your 
‘come ‘drip ing out my. asshole f for ‘thes t of 
| the ‘night. ee Re ey Saag SCY 


AS STICK. "i, we 
had “long *to enjoy # 

Not at alll i30):-:: 
| .-His passion had” on ea ied calmont 


| immediately, contentment ee by, “fresh 
sexual ee ie eis aa els 


his ears. | 
» The entire ‘ten Weer went inside that 
asshole at the same time, and Bernard made a 
sound as if all of the wind had been knocked 


out of his lungs. 


“FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!" Bernard eepested” 


again and again, as if he were a apie sonia on 

_ a manly sex team. - - 
CCCOOOMMMIINNNGGG!!” Bernard 
called out, the corners of his paOMH stretched 
as his jaw dropped. h3 ‘ 
Bernard could feel the. waves of please 
spreading in ever-growing concentric circles 


until the fiery joy was filling his hips. 


CHAPTI ER FOUR 


When Bernard was “ander the hot needle of 
spray, he washed his cock, balls and asshole, 
carefully, just in , case. er Ce magical 
“happened that night. ey a . 

The mirror above the sink was ‘completely 
fogged over, and Bernard had to wipe it off 
with the palm of his hand ‘to look into his own 
‘eyes. They were a° little bloodshot from heap 
beer he had had during | the ball game. 


n> oe ee ee 


_———— ae 


f “You really think’ I'm ” good looking?” 
, Bernard_asked,. not wanting. td) make it too 
lobvious that he was flitting. . 


j 1eOM 


trivir 


PELE 


‘CHAPTER SIX: 


“It didn’t take Bernard long ‘at all to figure 
out that being touched by-.a man was a 
thousand times better than touching himself. 

This was going to make all of the many 
orgasms Bernard had given himself — pulling his. 


pud at night alone in his bedroom — seem like 
kid stuff. 


, “You are making me get: Hard. | can tell 
i that [I'm going to get harder than I’ve ever 


I: been,” Bernard said. 


“Ummmmmmm,” Bernard said, making a 


_. ‘humming sound. .- 


Bernard was sick of being a goody-goody <= 
, when it came tosex.) © Ds 


' « He wanted to be a bit of a tramp. He 
thought it sounded like fun. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


_ Bernard felt himself becoming completely in 
tune with his sexuality. nf 3 
“I need it bad. I have needed it bad for a 
: long time,” Bernard said, his voice raised to a 
, whine. 1 ee SS ‘ 


Vo ane a ORS a 
-«; Bernard” thoaned with “the ‘ipling’ pleasure 
‘this sent rippling up and down his spine, and 
he squirmed. -° * (F552. eee tes 2 
Bernard found that it was next to impossible 
to keep his hips still as his tremendous passion 
grew further. a te te 
“P_F-F-FUCK ME!!!” Bernard stammered, . 
at the top of his lungs... .- att de 36 
Bernard screamed once again — this time: 
from unadulterated joy! 
The first orgasm for Bernard had ended, but 
the burning desire remained. : 
Bernard was a young man. A young healthy” 
man. So eyes a : 


CHAPTER NINE 


This felt a lot better than Bernard thought it 
was going to. i a 


“eh I ee 


Benjamin Weissman 


FLESH IS FOR HACKING 


Favorite parts — I save them, I love them, (torso, head). I throw the rest 
away, (feet, legs, arms) I hate them, (toes, too). But I love elbows. It’s unset- 
tling how elbows are pointy one minute and Squishy and flaccid the next. No 
different than myself, or any man for that matter. I pinch my own elbow when 
I feel tense. I do it all day long. 


A person never truly appreciates a head until they see it separated, by itself, 
on a stick, or held in your hands. Y% 


Ou nuzzle it. You twist the ear and no 
one shouts. A thing that once screamed so loud is now a perfection in pieces, 
my silent ecstasy. 


ument, lose my patience and sling it across 
the room. The head thumps against the wall and Plops to the ground in a 


g. Human flesh hitting a hard wood floor 
is a recognizable sound. I’d call it classical. 
This morning, at a cost of $24.00, marked down from $29.00, I purchased 
i r? The head and torso fit neatly inside. 
nyl is such a superior material. Inexpen- 
Sive, looks like leather, and any stain wipes right off. 
It disappears the way the world blackens 
nd cold. The fuzzy shapes remain in my 
estion I’m unable to smell what I trust to 
be supremely aromatic, the decomposing boy. 
Wednesday nights are trash nig 
and waddle through the neighbor 
Skunks. They’re so wonderful, 


cheese, gasoline, sulphur, my arm 
brilliant) I see a stranger in my base 


I open the valise. The boy is still with me. 
a good boy. God bless me. I know better. 
I lift the head from the valise. 


God bless him, even if he wasn’t 


my ass, his naughty little pug nose Eskimo kisses my repulsive hole. I try 
to fart. Nothing. I feel a shit inside but unfortunately it’s too far up to come out, 

From the mirror on the wall I can tell you that my asshole looks just like 
anyone else’s. Shall we say like a corrupt belly button? No better, no wor 
It's just there, pinched and inscrutable. And that means | m here — living 
and breathing. Some people pinch themselves. It’s a good thing to do. Check 
and see. 

I bring the head around to my belly and rub my cock against the bridge 
of his nose until I’m hard. Such patience. Thank you. I stick my cock in his 
stubborn mouth and fuck his grey face. I need a new watch band. I’ve had 
this one six months. They should last longer than that. I pull out all the way 
to see myself — hello there — and then all the way back in, as deep as I 
can. I twirl the head around like a slow pin-wheel. When was the last time 
you brushed those teeth? I know it’s been at least two days, Your teeth feel 
$0 good. I like it when it hurts a little. Yes yes I like it just like that. Uh 
huh. Oh you little fuck head. you dead little shit. My god. You can’t do this 
to me. And when I've suffered as much pain as I can stand I pull out and 
Squirt on your eyelids. 

Killing, cutting up boys has made me a better person. It took me so long 
{0 notice. For instance, now I give without expecting something in return, 


